* 
880 


| CORIOLA NUS: 


er 


ROMAN MATRON, 


A 


—m RAGEDY. 


7M from SHA 
> at WA 
it is Acted 


THEA/TRE/ROYAL 


IN 
COYBNT-GARDEXMN: 
_ To which is ded, 


us 


The Oxger of the 


LOND N. 


A, Mir IA x, in the ab. 
M DCC/LV. 


Printed fo 


* Aa. Ree ry * 
— , x * % ; 
4 a * . 


4 


4 Your CT z 


428 


a 4 


1 
} 


ME 


Advertiſement. 


HE perſon who undertook to alter, and adapt 
the following piece to the ſtage, did it with a 
view to preſerve to the theatre two characters which 
ſeemed to be. drawn in as maſterly a manner as 
any that came from the pen of the inimitable Shake - 


ſpear. Theſe he found were likely to be admired in 


the cloſer only; for the play, in general, ſeemed but ill 
calculated for repreſentation. Upon examining a play 
of Thomſon's upon the ſame ſubject, tho' he ſaw great 
beauties in it, he could not but perceive that it was 
defective in ſome eſſential points, and muſt always ap- 
pear tedious in the acting. From a cloſer view of both, 
he thought they might mutually aſſiſt one another, and 
each ſupply the other's wants. Shakeſpear*s play was 
purely hiſtorical, and had little or no plot. Thomſor's 
plot was regular, but too much of the epic kind, and 
wanted buſineſs, He thought, by blending theſe, a 
piece might be produced, which, tho* not perfect, might 
furniſh great entertainment to, and keep up the atten- 
tion of an audience. The ſucceis it has met with in 
both kingdoms (for it was firſt performed on the Dublin 
ſtage) has more than anſwered his expeRation, 


And he has good reafon to hope that he has been 
the means of adding one play to the ſtock, which is 
likely to live in any company, where the characters of 
Coriolanus and Veturia can be properly ſupported. - 


As the military entry in this play, repreſenting a 
Roman Ovation, has been univerſally admired, it is 
Judged not unneceſſary, for the uſe of ſuch as are not 
acquainted with the Roman cuſtoms, to give the follow- 


ng 


#IDVERTISEMENT. 


ing account of that ceremony, together with the order 
of the proceſſion, as it was exhibited at the Theatre- 
royal in Covent. garden. 


Ovation was a leſſer ſort of triumph. It had its name 
from ovis, a ſheep, which was ſacrificed on this occa- 
ſion, inſtead of a bull, uſed in the great triumph. The 


ovation was granted upon any extraordinary ſucceſs 


againſt the enemy, in gaining a battle, taking a town, 


ſome remarkable exploit, or making an advantageous 
peace to Rome. But a triumph was never obtained, 
unleſs a kingdom was entirely ſubdued, and added to 
the Roman territories, They differed in form from 
each other principally in this, that in the Ovation all 
marched on foot, but in the triumph the victor was 
carried in a chariot drawn by horſes, and followed 
by horſe-men, which makes the repreſentation of the 
latter, on the ſtage, impracticable. 


Underneath is the order of the Ovation, as it was 
_ exhibited. 


But, previous to that, there was a civil proceſſion from 
the town, conſiſting of Prieſts, Flamens, Choiriſters, 
Senators, Tribunes, Virgins, Matrons, and the Mo- 
ther, Wife, and Child of Coriolanus. Theſe walked to 
the ſound of flutes and ſoft inſtruments, and lined the 
way to behold the military entry, and congratulate the 
victor. The Ovation was performed to the ſound of 
drums, fifes and trumpets, in the following order. 


The 


l 
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The Order of the OV ATION. 


Six Lictors. 

One carrying a ſmall Eagle. 

Six Incenſe-bearers. 

Four Souldiers. 

Two Fifes. 

One Drum. 

Two Standard-bearers. 

Ten Souldiers. 

Two Fifes. 

One Drum. 

Two Standard-bcarers. 

Six Souldiers. 

Two Standard-bearers. 

Four Serpent Trumpets. 

Four carrying a Bier with Gold and Silver Vaſes, 
Part of the Spoil. 

Two Souldiers. 

Two Standard-bearers. 

Two Souldiers. 

Four carrying another Bier with a large Urn and 
Four Vale 

Four Souldiers carrying a Bier loaden with Trophies, 
Armour, Enſigns, Sc. taken from the Enemy. 

Five Souldiers with mural and civick Crowns. 

Four Captive Generals in Chains. 

One — a ſmall Eagle. 


Twelve Lictors preceding the two Conſuls. 


M. Minvcivs, C. Cominivs. 


CoRIOLANUS. 
A Standard- bearer, Another Standard -bearer, 
with a Drawing of with the name of Corioli 
Corioli. wrote on the Banner. 


Two carrying a large Eagle. 
Four Standard- bearers. 
Twelve Souldiers. 


In the military Proceſſion alone, independent of the Civil, 
there were an hundred and eighteen perſons. 


Dramatis 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


= E N. 


CorRIOLANUS, Mr. Shoridry, . 
M. Minvcivs, Mr. Anderſon 

Cominivs, Mr. Ridewt- 95 

MxxExIus, _ Shutes. / o/ 
SICINIUS, „Mr. Bennett 
BRurus, ue. 
EI Benators, 13 Mr, Keummen 


« /EDILE, 


Plebeians 
—— 


Tourus, Mr. a 4 
Gal ksus, Mr. Gibſon. - þ 
VoLvusvs, Mr. Sparks, l 4 
ZE = ©. Pn Mr. Cuſhing, 
HR Alp, Mr. White. 
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CORIOLANUS: 


ACT I. SCENKE 


Enter VETURIA and VOLUMNIA, 


| VsTURIA, 
I Pray you, daughter, ſing, or expreſs yourſelf in a 


more comfortable ſort : "It my ſon were my huſ- 

band, I would freelier rejoice in that abſence where- 
in he won honour, than in the endearments of his bed, 
where he would ſhew moſt love. When yet he was 
but tender-bodied, and the only ſon of my womb ; 
when youth with comelineſs plucked all gaze his way; 
when, for a day of king's entreaties, a mother ſhould 
not ſell him an hour from her beholding ; I, conſider- 
ing how honour would become ſuch a perſon, that it 
was no better than picture- like to hang by the wall, 
if renown made it not ſtir, was pleas'd to let him ſeek 
danger, where he was like to find fame: To a cruel 


war l ſent him, from whence he return'd, his brows 
B bound 


Aus: or. 


bound with oak. I tell thee, daughter, I ſprang not 
more in joy at firſt hearing he was a man- child, than 
now in firſt ſeeing he had proved himſelf a man, 
VoLuMNIa. 
But had he died-in the buſineſs, madam ; how then ? 
oer. 
Then his good report ſhould have been my ſon; 
I therein would have found iſſue. Hear me profeſs 
ſincerely : Had I a dozen ſons, each in my love alike; 
and none leſs dear than thine and my good Marcius, 
J had rather eleven die nobly for their country, than 
one voluptuouſly ſurfeit, out of action. 
VoLUMNIA. 
Befeech you, give me leave to retire myſelf. 
» VETURIA. 
Indeed, thou ſhalt not : 
Methinks, I hither hear your huſband's drum : 
I ſee him pluck Aufidius down by th' hair: 
(As children from a bear) the Volici ſhunning him: 
Methinks, I fee him ſtamp thus: — and call thus 
Come on, ye cowards, ye were got in fear, 
Though you were born in Rome,; his bloody brow 
With his mail'd hand then wiping, forth he goes 
Like to a harveſt-man, that's taſk'd to mow 
Or all, or loſe his hire. 
VoLuMN1a. 
His bloody brow! Oh, Jupiter, no blood !--- 
| VETURI1A. 
Away, you fool; it more becomes a man, 
Than guilt his trophy. The breaſt of Hecuba, 
When ſhe did ſuckle Hector, look'd not lovelier, 
Than Hector's forehead, when it ſpit forth blood 
At Grecian ſwords contending, 
Volumnia. 
Heav'ns bleſs my lord from fell Aufidius! 
VrTVRIA. 
He'll beat Aufidius' head below his knee, 


And tread upon his neck. 4 
Enter 


not 


| —-- 
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Enter a Gentlewoman,. 


Gent. Madam, here's a meſſenger arrived, who ſays 
the army is on it's march back to Rome, having ob- 
tain'd a great victory over the Volici—the honour of 
which is chiefly given to your ſon. He brings letters 
from him. 


VETURIA. 
O Jupiter! let us fly to him. [ Exeunt. 
SCENE IL 


MeNenius, Sicinivs, and BruTuUS, 


MeNnenivs. = 
The Augur tells me, we ſhall have news to-night. 
| Baurus. 
* Good or bad? 
MerkExius. 


Not according to the prayer of the people, for they 


love not Marcius. 


Steixius. 
Nature teaches beaſts to know their friends. 
| MeNkENlus. 
Pray you, whom does the wolf love? 
SICINIUS. 
The lamb. 
R * * 
Mcixenivs. 


Ay, to devour him, as the hungry plebeians would the 


| 


noble Marcius. 
Bgurus. a 
He's a lamb, indeed, that baes like a bear. 
MENENIUS. 
He's a bear indeed, that lives like a lamb. 


You two are old men, tell me one thing that I ſhall 
alk you. 


Both. Well, Sir; 


Mzexnenivs. 


ner In what enormity is Marcius poor, that you two have 


4 


not in abundance ? | 
, B 2 BRurus. 


ee — — © —ꝑͤ—é—' 


Brus. | 
He's poor in no one fault, but ſtor'd with all. 
al Oi © SICINIUS. 
Eſpecially with pride. 
9 Burus. 
And topping all others in boaſting. 
MrxEN Ius. | 


This is ſtrange now, do you two know how you are 


cenſur'd here in the city, I mean of us o'th' right hand 
file, do you? | 


. BrvTvs. 
Why,---how are we cenſur'd ? 
MEnzn1vs. 


' Becauſe you talk of pride now, will you not be angry? 
Both. Well, well, Sir, well. 
| MNENIVus. ; 
You blame Marcius for being proud. 7 
BRuros. | 
We do it not alone, Sir, 
| Mexen1vs. | 
I know, you can do very little alone; for your helps 
are many, or elſe your actions would grow wond'rous 
ſingle; your abilities are too infant-like, for doing 
much alone. You talk of pride---Ob, that you could 
turn your eyes towards the napes of your necks, and 
make but an interior ſurvey of your good ſelves! Oh, 
that you could | 
| WET. wo 
What then, Sir? 
7 Menen3us. 
Why then, you ſhould diſcover a brace of as unmerit- 
ing, proud, violent, teſty ' magiſtrates, alias, fools, as 


any in Rome. 


3 Stoeixtus. 
Mienenius, you are known well enough too. 
MenENivs. 


l am known to be a humorous patrician, and one that 
loves a cup of good wine with not a drop of allaying 
Tiber in't: Said to be ſomething imperfect, in fav 


: our- 
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ing the firſt complaint; haſty and tinder - like, upon too 
trival motion: one that converſes more with the but- 
tock of the night than with the forehead of the morn- 
ing. What | think I utter; and ſpend my malice in 
my breath. Mecting two ſuch weal's-men as you are, 
ny cannot call you Lycurguſſes) if the drink you give me 
touch my palate adverſly, I make a crooked face at it. 
BruTus. 
Come, Sir, c come, we know you well enough. 
Men EN Tus. 
You know neither me, yourſelves, nor any thing 
you are ambitious for poor knaves caps and _ 
you wear out a good wholeſome forenoon, in hearing 
a cauſe between an orange- wench and a foſſet-ſeller, 
wad then adjourn a controverly of three-pence to a ſe- 
cond day of audience. 
BruTvs. | 
Come, come, you are well underſtood to be a 
fecter giber for the table, than a neceſſary denk in in 
the Capitol, 
Manzuius. 
Our very prieſts muſt become mockers, if they ſhall en- 
counter fuch ridiculous ſubjects as you are; when you 
ipeak beſt unto the purpoſe, it is not worth the wag- 
ging of your beards ; and your beards deſerve not ſo 
honourable a grave, as to ſtuff a botcher's cuſhion, or 
to be intomb'd in an ais's pack- ſaddle. Yet you muſt 
be ſaying Marcus is proud; who, in a cheap eſti- 
mation, is worth all your predeceſſors, ſince Deucali- 
on; though, peradventure, ſome of them were here- 
ditary hangmen. Goode'en to your worſnips; more 
of your converſation wou'd infect my brain, being the 
herdſmen of the beaftly plebeians. I will be bold to 
take my leave of you. Brutus and Sicinius ſtand afide. 
[4s Menenius is going out, enter Veturia and 
Volumnia. | | 
How now my (as fair as noble) ladies, "and the 
moon, were ſhe earthly, no nobler. Whither do you 
follow your eyes ſo faſt ? 
B 3 8 ViTv- 


6  CORIOLANUS: Or, 
'VeTuRIA. 


Honourable Menenius, my boy Marcius approaches; 


for the love of Juno, let's go. 
Menenivs. 

Ha! Marcius coming home? 
VETURI1A, 


; Ay, worthy Menenius, and with moſt proſperous 


approbation, 
Me NnENuSs. 
Take my cap, Jupiter, and I thank thee ——— 
How, Marcius coming home! 
 VeTURI1A, 
Nay, *tis true. 
Look, here's a letter from him, the ſtate hath ano- 
ther, * wife another; and I think, there's one at 
home for you. 
| Mznenivs. 
I will make my very houſe reel to night, 
A letter for me 
VolLUuuxIA. 
Yes, certain, therc's a letter for you, I ſaw't. 
Mexenivs. 
A letter for me! It gives me an eſtate of Low year's 


health; in which time I will make a lip at the phyſi- 


cian. The moſt ſovereign preſcription in Galen is 
but emperic, and to this preſervative, of no better re- 
Port than a horſe-drench. Is he not wounded ? He 
was want to come home wounded. 


|  VoLuMNia. 
Oh, no, no, no. 
VxETURIA. 
Oh, he is wounded, I thank the Gods for't. 
\Menznivs. 


So do I too, if he be not too much; brings a vic- 


tory in his pocket? The wounds become it. 
VoLumNia. 
On his brows, Menenius, he comes the third time 


home with the oaken garland. 
Mene- 
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MexkENius. 
Hath he diſciplin'd Aufidius ſoundly ? 
VETURIA. 
Titus Lartius writes, they fought together; but 


Aufidius got off. 

Menenivs, 
And *twas time for him too, I'll warrant him ity If 
he had ſtaid by him, I would not have been fo *fidius'd 
for all the cheſts in Corioli, and the gold that's in 
them. Is the ſenate poſſeſt of this? 

VETuRIA. 

Good ladies, let's go. Yes, yes, yes, the ſenate has 
letters from the general, wherein he gives, my ſon the 
ſole name of the war: he hath in this action our-done 
his former deeds doubly. 

VoluuNx IA. 
There's wond'rous things ſpoke of him. 

MV EN Ius. 
Wond'rous! Ay, I warrant you, and not without 


his true purchaſing. 


VorLuMNIA, 
The gods grant them true ? 

VETURIA. 
True! pow, waw. 

Menenrvs. 


True! I'll be ſworn they are true. Where is he 
wounded ? heaven ſave your good worſhips—— Mar- 
cius is coming home; he has more cauſe to be proud. 


Where is he wounded *? ? [To the Tribunes. 


VETURIA. 
P th* ſhoulder, and i' th left arm; there will be large 
ſcars to ſhew the people, when he ſhall ſtand for his 
. He receiv'd in the repulſe of Tarquin ſeven 


urts i' th* body. 
MEnEni1vs. 


One i th neck, and one too i th* thigh; there's nine, 
that I know, 


B 4 Veru- 


$8.  CORIOLANUS: Or, 

| VETURIA. 
He had before this laſt en. twenty-five 
wounds upon him. 
Menzxrus. 
Now, tis twenty-ſeven ; every gaſh was an enemy's 
grave. Hark, the trumpets. [4 ſhout and fouriſ 


VEeTURIA. 


Theſe are the ork of Marcius; before him he car- 
ries noiſe, and. behind him he leaves tears. 


Trumpets ſound enter Cominius the General, and 
Minucius; 4bebind them Coriolanus, crown'd 
with an ogken garland, with Captains and 
Soldiers, and 4 Herald. 


SCENE m. 


Herald. 
Know, Rome, that all alone Marcius did fight 
Within Corioli gates, where he hath won, 
With fame, a name to Caius Marcius. 
Welcome to Rome, renowned Coriolanus. 
* 
Welcome to Rome, renowned Coriolanus, 
CoRIOLANUS, 
No more of this, it does offend my heart; 
Pray now, no more. 
Cominivs. 
Look, Sir, your mother ——— 
CORIOLANUS, 
Oh! 


You have, I 3 petition'd * the wy | | 

For my proſperity. * _  [Kneehss 
Veron. x 

| Nay, my good ſoldier, u: 

My gentle Marcius, worthy. Cajus, and 

By deed-atchieving honour newly nam'd. 


25 What! is it, Coriolanus, muſt I call thee ? 
But oh! thy wife —— 


Cort- 
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Men enius, ever, ever. 
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CoRIOLANUS. 
My gracious ſilence, hail 
Thou moon of Rome, chaſte as the icicle 
That's curdled by the froſt from pureſt ſnow, 
And hang's on Dian's temple, 2 Volumnia, 
Would'ſt thou have laugh'd, had I come coffin'd home, 
That weep'ſt to ſee me triumph! ? Ah, my dear, 
Such eyes the widows in Corioli wear, 
And mothers that lack ſons, 

VoLuMNIA. 
This is a Poor epitome of yours; 

Preſenting his ſon to him. 

Which, by the interpretation of full time, 
May ſhew like all yourſelf. 

CoRIOLANUS. 
The God of ſoldiers, 
With the conſent of ſupreme Jove, inform 


Thy thoughts with nobleneſs, that thou may'ſt prove 
To ſhame invulnerable, and ſtick iꝰ th* wars, 


9 


Like a great ſea- mark, ſtanding every hw, 


And ſaving thoſe that eye thee ! 
MeNnenivs. 
Now the Gods crown thee! 
 VeTuRI1A. 
I know not where to turn. O welcome home! 
And wecome general! Y*are welcome all! 
Minn, 
A hundred thouſand welcomes. I could weep, 
And I could laugh. I'm light and heavy. Welcome] 
A curſe begin at very root on's very heart, 
That is not glad to ſee thee. Lou are three, 
That Rome ſhould dote on: yet, by che faith of men 
We ve ſome old crab-trecs here at home, that will not 


Be grafted to your reliſh, Welcome, watriors ! 
We call a nettle but a nettle, and 
The faults of fools but folly. 


CoMINIUs, 


Ever right. | 
CORIOLANUS, +11 2861 al 
Hu- 
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On the ſudden, 
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Herald. 
Give way there, and go on. 
CozklolAxus. 
*Ere in our own houſe I do ſhade my head, 
The good Patricians muſt be viſited ; 
From whom I have receiv'd, not only greetings, 
But with them, charge of honours. 


VETURIA. 

J have lived, 
To ſee inherited my very wiſhes, 
And buildings of my fancy ; only one thing 
Is wanting, which, I doubt not, but our Rome 
Will caſt upon thee. 

CoRIOLANUS. 
Know, good mother, I 
Had rather be their ſervant in my way, 
Than ſway with them in theirs, 


Comin1vs, 
On to the Capitol. IHFlouriſb, exeunt in ſtate as before. 
SCENE Iv. 


Brutus and Sicinius come forward. 


BrvTvs. 

All tongues ſpeak of him, and the bleared ſights 
Are ſpectacled to ſee him. 25 
Steixius. 


J warrant him Conſul. 
BrvuTos, 

Then our office may, wy, 2 
During his power, go. ſleep. E 

Steixius. 2 
He cannot temp'rately tranſport his honovis 
From where he ſhould begin and end; but _ 
Loſe thoſe he hath won. 

BrvTvs. 


In that there's comfort. 


Sict— 
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Steixius. 
Doubt not, 
The commoners, for whom we ſtand, but they, 
Upon their ancient malice, will forget, 
With the leaſt cauſe, theſe his new honours ; which 
That he will give, make I as little queſtion. 
As he is proud to do't, 
BRurus. 
J heard him ſwear, 
Were he to ſtand for Conſul, never would he 
Appear i' th' market-place, nor on him put 
The napleſs veſture of humility ; 
Nor-ſhewing, as the manner is, his wounds 
To the people, beg their ſtinking breaths. 
OICINI1US. 
*Tis right. 
BrvuTus. | 
It was his word: Oh, he would miſs it, rather 
Than carry it; but by the ſuit o th gentry, 
And the deſire o' th' nobles. 
STeIN1vs, 
J wiſh no better, 
Than have him hold that purpoſe, and to put it 
' In execution. 
N BrvTvs. 
*Tis moſt like he will. 
SICINIUS. 
It ſhall be to him then 
A ſure deſtruction, 
| BRorus. 
So it muſt fall out 
To him, or to our authorities. For which end, 
We muſt ſuggeſt the people, in what hatred 
He ſtill hath held them ; that to's power he would 
Have made them mules, filenc'd their pleaders, and 
Diſproperty'd their freedoms : holding them 
In human action and capacity, 
Of no more ſoul nor fitneſs for the * 


Than 


12 CORIOLANUS: Or, 
Than camels in their war; who have their provender 
Only for bearing burthens, and fore blows 
For ſinking under them. 

S1CIN1US. 
This, as you fay, ſuggeſted 
At ſome time, when his ſoaring inſolence 
Shall reach the people, (which time ſhall not be * | 
If he be put upon't ; and that's as eaſy, 
As to ſet dogs on ſheep) will be the fire 
To kindle their dry ſtubble ; and their blaze 
Shall darken him for ever. 


Enter Adile. 


BrvTvs. 


Aaile. 
You're ſent for to the Capitol: tis thought, 
That Marcius ſhall be Conſul: I have ſeen 
The deaf men throng to fee him, and the blind 
To hear him ſpeak; the matrons flung their gloves, - 
Ladies and maids their ſcarfs and handkerchiefs, 
Upon him as he paſs'd; their nobles bended, 
As to Jove's ſtatue ; and the commons made 


A ſhower and thunder with their caps and hours : 
I never ſaw the like. 


What's the matter ? 


BRurus. 
Let's to the Capitol, 


And carry with us eyes and ears for th' time, 
But hearts for the event. 


Sicc ius. am 
Have with you. [ Excunt. 


SCENE 


Ye ROMANMATRON. 
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SCENE V. Senate-Houſe. 


Enter - the Patricians and 7 ribunes of the people, Liftors 
before them: Menznivs, Cominius the conſul, 
Marcus MinuTius the other conſul. SICINIUS and 
BauTus take their places by themſelves. 


MEexNtx1vs. 
Having determin'd of the Volſcians, and 
To ſend for Titus Lartius, it remains, 
As the main point of this our after- meeting, 
To gratify his noble ſervice, that 
Hath thus Rood for his country. Therefore, pleaſe 
ou, 
Moſt . and grave elders, to deſire 
The preſent conſul, and laſt general, 
In our well found ſucceſſes, to report 
A little of that worthy work perform'd 
By Caius Marcius Coriolanus; whom 
We meet here, both to thank, and t to remember 
With honours like himſelf. 
Firſt Senator. 

Speak, good Cominigs. 

Comix1vs. . 
I ſhall lack voice: The deeds of 3 
Should not be utter'd feebly: It is held, 
That valour is the chiefeſt virtue, and 
Moſt dignifies the haver: if it be, 
The man, I ſpeak of, cannot in the world 
Be ſingly counter - pois d. At ſixteen years, 
When Tarquin made a head for Rome, he fought 
Beyond the mark of others: 
And, in the brunt of ſeventeen battles ſince, 
He lurcht all ſwords o'th* garland. For this laſt, 
Before and in Corioli, let me ſay, 
I cannot ſpeak him home: He ſtopt the fliers, 
And by his rare example made the coward 


Turn 
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Turn terror into ſport. As waves before 

A veſſel under ſail, fo men obey'd, 

And fell below his ſtern : his ſword, (death's ſtamp) 
Where it did mark, it took from face to foot; 

He was a thing of blood, whoſe every motion 

Was tim'd with dying groans : alone he entred 

The mortal gate o'th* city, which he painted 

With ſhunleſs deſtiny : Aidleſs came off, 

And with a ſudden re- enforcement ſtruck 

Corioli, like a planet. Nor all's this; | 

For by and by the din of war *gan pierce x 
His ready ſenſe, when ſtrait his doubled ſpirit 
Requicken'd what in body was fatigu'd, 

And to the battle came he ; where he did 
Run reeking o'er the lives of men, as if 

*T were a perpetual ſpoil ; and *tilt we call'd 
Both field and city ours, he never ſtood 

To eaſe his breaſt with panting. 
Mzventvs. 


Worthy man 

Firſt Senator. 
He cannot but with meaſure fit the honours; 
Which we deviſe him. 

Cominivs. 

Our ſpoils he kick'd at, 
And look*d upon things precious, as they were 
The common muck &'th* world; he covers leſs 
Than miſery itſelf would give, rewards 
His deeds with doing them, and is content 
To ſpend his time to end it. 


Mexenivs, 
He's right noble, 
| Let him be call'd for. 


Firſt Senator. N 
Call Coriolanus. | 43 
. Officer. i 
He doth appear. 


Enter 


. 
5 


1 Oft cheir breath only. 
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Enter CoRlol AN us. 


Menenivs. 
The fnate, Coriolanus, are well pleas d 
To make thee Conſul. 
CoR10LANUS. 
I do owe them ſtill 
My life, and ſervices. 
MkENENIUs. 
It then remains 
That you do ſpeak to the people. 
COR 10OLANUS. 
I beſcech you, 
Let me o'erleap that cuſtom ; for I cannot 
Put on the gown, ſtand naked, and, entreat them, 
For my wounds lake, to give their ſuffrages : 
Pleaſe you, that I may paſs this doing. 
SICIN1US. 
Sir, the people muſt have their voices, 
Nor will they bate one jot of ceremony. 
MeNEN Ius. 
Put them not to't: pray, fit you to the cuſtom, 
And take t'y e, as your 5 have, 
Your honour with your torm. 
Cor lol Axuvs. 
It is a part 
That I ſhall bluſh in acting, and might well 
Be taken from the people. 
BruTus. 
Mark you that? 
CoR1OLANUS. 


To brag unto them, thus I did. and thus. 


Shew them unaking ſcars, which I would hide, 
As if I had receiv'd them from the hire 


Mexx tvs, 
Do not ſtand upon't: 
We recommend t ye, tribunes of the people, 


Our 
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Our purpoſe to them, and to our noble conſul 
Wiſh we all joy and honour, 
Omnes. 
To Coriolanus come all joy and honour, 
* [Flourijb cornets, then exeunt. 


Manent S1cinivs and Baurus. 


BrvuTus. 
You ſee, how he intends to uſe the people. 
SICINI1US. 
May they perceive's intent! he will require them, 
As if he did contemn, what he requeſted, 


Should be in them to give. 
BrvTus. | 
Come, we will inform them 
Of our proceedings here: on the market place, 
know, they do arrend _.” [ Exeunt, 


SCEN E The Forum. 
Enter ſeven or eight Citizens. 


Firſt Citizen. 
Once, if he do require our voices, 
We ought not to deny him. 
Second Citizen. 
We may, Sir, if we will. 
Third Citizen. 
We have power in ourſelves to do it; but it is 4 
power that we have no power to do : for if he ſhews us 
his wounds, and tell us his deeds, we are to put our 
"rongues into thoſe wounds, and ſpeak for them. So, 
if he tells us his noble deeds, we muſt alſo tell him 
our noble acceptance of them. Ingratitude is mon- 


ſtrous; and for the multitude to be ingrateful, were to 


make a monſter of the multitude ; of the which we be- 
ing members, ſhould bring ourſelves to be monſtrous 
members. 


* Enter 


Tr 5 a "IP "op" 2 "> I M2 1 1 n 
„ m0 — 2 © — — 


w 4 Oo © 


9 | W ww 


r 


: k pray, Sir. 
i: My tongue to ſuch a pace! Look, Sir, 


3 I'll leave you: pray you, ſpeak to them, I pray you, 
In wholeſome manner. | 


1 You kno the cauſe, Sirs, of my ſtanding here. 
oe, 
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Enter CoR10LANUS in 4 gown, with MxENIVUs. 


Here he comes, and in the gown of humility , mark 
his behaviour: we are not to ſtay altogether, but to 
* come by him where he ſtands, by ones, by twos, 
and by threes. He's to make his requeſts by particu- 
lars, wherein every one of us has a ſingle honour, in 


oF him our own voices with our own tongues : 


| therefore follow me, and I'll direct you how you ſhall 


go by him, | 
All. Content, content. [ Exeunt. 
Menenivs. 


Oh, Sir, you are not right; have you not known, 
The worthieſt men have done't? 


CoRIOLANUS. 
What mult I ſay ? 
Plague upon'r, I cannot bring 


my 


wounds 


I got them in my country's ſervice, when 
Some certain of your brethren roar'd, and ran 
From noiſe of our own drums. 


Menevwivs. 
Oh me, the gods 


| You muſt not ſpeak of that, you muſt deſire them 
l To think upon you. 


Con lol Auus. 
Think upon me? Hang them. 


I would, they would forget me. 


 Mexnenivs, 
You'll mar all. 


[ Exit. 
Citizens approach. 


CoRkiol AN us. 
So, here comes a brace: 


Firſt 
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. Firſt Citizen. 

We do, Sir; tell us what has brought you to't. 

| CoR1OLANUS. 

Mine own deſert. 
185 Second Citizen. 
Your own deſert ? | 

| CoRITOLANUS. 


Ay, not mine own deſire, 
Fir, Citizen. 
How! not your own defire ? 
 CoR10LANUS, 
No, Sir, *rwas never yet my deſire to trouble 


The r with begging: 
8 Firſt Citizen, 


You muſt think, it we give you any thing, v we e hope 


to gain by you. 
Bu - CoRIOLANUS, 


Well then, I pray, you're price ot confulſhip ? 

\ Fi rft Citizen. 
The price is, to aſk it kindly. 

Cor10LAnus. 


Kindly, Sir, I pray, let me ha't : I have wounds to 
ſhew you, which ſhall be 322 in private: _ good 


voice, Sir ; what ſay you 
ns Citizen. 


You ſhail ha't, worthy Sir. 
_ CortoLanvs. 


A ard Sir there's in all two worthy voices begg'd : 


I have your alms, adieu. 

Firſt Citizen, 
Bur, this is ſomething odd. 

Second Citizen. 


An *twere to give again: but tis no matter. [ Exeant. 


Enter three Citizens more. 


| Cor IOLANUS. 
Here come more voices. 
Your voices----for your voices I have fought, 


Watch'd 
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Watch'd for your voices ; for your voices, bear 
Of wounds two dozen and odd : Battles thrice ſix 
I've ſeen, and heard of: For your voices, have 
Done many things, ſome leſs, ſome more ---- your 
voices: 
' Third Citizen. 
He has done nobly, and cannot go without any ho- 
neſt man's voice. 


Fourth Citizen. | 
Therefore, let him be conſul, the gods give him joy, 
and make him a good friend to the people. 
All. | 
Amen, amen, heav'n ſave thee, noble conſul. [ Exeunt. 


CORIOLANUS. 
Worthy voices ! 


Enter Mexzx1vs, Baurus, and Sieixius. 


Mznenivs. 
You've ſtood your limitation : And the Tribunes 
Endue you with the people's voice. Remains, 
That in th' official marks inveſted, you 
Anon do meet the ſenate. 
Cox trol Axvus. 
Is this done? 
SICINIUS. 
The cuſtom of requeſt you have diſcharg'd : 
The people do admit you, and are ſummon'd 
To meet anon, upon your approbation. 
COoRIOLANUS. 
Where? at the ſenate houſe ? 


SICINIUS, 
There, Coriolanvs. | 
Cor1ToLANUS, 
May I change theſe garments ? 
SICINIVUS. 


You may, Sir, | 
| S C3 Cor- 
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Con 101 Ax us. 

That Vl ſtraight do: and, knowing myſelf again, 
Repair to the Senate- houſe. [Exeunt. 
Mexnenivs. 

I'll keep you company. Will you along? 
BrvuTus. 
We ſtay here for the people. 
SICINIUS, 
Fare you well. [ Exeunt Coriolanus and Menenius. 
He has it now, and by his looks, methinks, 
*Tis warm at's heart. 
Ng BrvuTuvs. 
With a proud heart he wore 
His humble weeds : Will you diſmiſs the people ? 


Enter Plebeians. 


_ 'SICINIUS. 
How now, my maſters, have you choſe this man ? 
Firſt Citizen, 
He has our voices, Sir. 
BrvuTvs. 
We pray the Gods, he may deſerve your loves. 
; Second Citizen. 
Amen, Sir, to my poor unworthy notice, 
He mock'd us, when he begg'd our voices: 
Third Citizen. 
Certainly, he flouted us downright. 
Firſt Citizen. | 
No, *tis his kind of ſpeech, he did not mock us. 
Second Citizen. 
Not one amongſt us, ſave yourſelf, but ſays 
He us'd us ſcornfully: He ſhould have ſhew'd us 
His marks of merit, wounds receiv'd for's country. 


Stein ius. 
Why, fo he did, I am ſure. 


Alt. 


No, no man frag? em, 


Third 
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| Third Citizen. 
He ſaid he'd wounds, which he could ſhew in 
rivate; 
And with his cap, thus waving it in ſcorn, 
I would be conſul, ſays he: Aged cuſtom, 
But by your voices, will not ſo permit me; 
Your voices therefore: When we granted that, 
Here was—1 thank you for your voices—thank you 
Your moſt ſweet voices—now you have left your 
voices, 
I have nothing further with you. Wa'nt this mockery ? 
SICINIUS, 
Why, either, were you ignorant to ſee't? 
Or, ſeeing it, of ſuch childiſh friendlineſs 
To yield your voices ? | 
BrvuTvs. 
Did you perceive, 
He did ſollicit you in free contempt, 
When he did need your loves? And do you think 
That his contempt ſhall not be bruiſing to you, 
When he hath power to cruſh? Why, had your 
bodies 
No heart among you? Or had your tongues, to cry 
Againſt the rectorſhip of judgment? 
SICINIUS, | 
Have you, 
Ere now deny'd the aſker ? And now again 
On him that did not aſk, but mock, beſtow 
Tour ſu'd for tongues ? 
| Third Citizen. © 
He's not confirm'd, we may deny him yet. 
Second Citizen, 
And, will deny him : 
PII have five hundred voices of that ſound. 
Firſt Citizen. 
I, twice five hundred, and their friends to piece em. 
BrvuTvs. 


Get you hence, inſtantly, and tell thoſe friends, 
C 3 They've 
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They've choſe a conſul that will from them take 
Their liberties z make them of no more voice 
Than dogs, that are as often beat for barking, 
As therefore kept to do fo, 


SICINIUS, 
Let them aſſemble ; 


And on a ſafer judgment all revoke _ 
Your ignorant election : Enforce his pride, 
And his old hate to you 
When you have drawn your number, 
Repair to th' Capitol. has | 
We will ſo ; almoſt all repent in their election. 

| BRorus. 
Let them go on: [Exeunt Plebeians. 
This mutiny were better put in hazard, 
Than ſtay paſt doubt for greater: 
If, as his nature is, he fall in rage 
With their refuſal, both obſerve and anſwer 
The vantage of his anger. 

S1CINLvS, 

To th' Capitol, come; 
We will be there before the ſtream o'th' people : 
And this ſhall ſeem, as partly tis, ——_ 
Which we have graced onward. 


End of the FIRST ACT. 


ACT 
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AC T. SE 


Enter Coriolanus, Menenius, Cominius, Marcus Mi- 
nucius, and other Senators. 


CoR1OLANUS. 
Ullus Aufidius then had made new head ? 
Mixucivs. 
He had, my Lord, and that it was, whioh caus'd 
Our ſwifter compoſition. 
CoRIOLANUS. 
So then the Volſcians ſtand but as at firſt, 
Ready, when time ſhall prompt them, to make road 
Upon's again. 
CoMiN1vus. 
They're worn, Lord Conſul, ſo, 
That we ſhall hardly in our ages ſee 
Their banners wave again. 


, Enter Sicinius and Brutus. 


Buvrvs. 
Behold, theſe are the Tribunes of the pools: 
Th' tongues of the common mouth: * deſpiſe 
them; 
For they do prank them in authority 
Againſt all noble ſufferance. 


SICINIUS. 
Paſs no further. 
CoRIOLANUS, 
Hah What is that 
Bau rus. 
It will be dangerous to go on. No further, 
CORIOLANUS, 
What makes this change ? 


Mx ius. 


C4 
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Menenivs. 
The matter ? 
Cominivs. 
| Hath he not paſs'd the nobles and the commons ? 
BRuros. 
Cominius, 0. 4 
CoRIOLANUS. 
Have I had children's voices ? 
Minvc1vs. 
Tribunes, give way, he ſhall to th' market-place. 
BrvTuvs. 
The people are incens'd againſt him. 
SICIN1US. 
Stop, 
Or all will fall in broil. 
CoRIOLANUS. 


Are theſe your herd ? 
Muſt theſe have voices, that can yield them now, 
And ſtraight diſclaim their tongues ? 
What are your offices ? 
You being their mouths, why rule you not their teeth ? 
Have you not ſet them on? 
Menzx1vs. 
Be calm, be calm. 
CoR1OLANUS. 
It is a purpos'd thing, and grows by plot, 
To curb the will of the nobility. 
Suffer't, and live with ſuch as cannot rule, 
Nor ever will be ruPd. 
At once pluck out 
The multitudinous tongue, let them not lick Fr 
The ſweet which is their poiſon. - Your diſhonour | 
Mangles true judgment, and bereaves the ſtate | 
Of that integrity which ſhould become it: 
Not having power to do the good'it would, 
For th' ill which doth controul it. 


BrvTvs. 
H' as faid enough. 


Sicrz- 
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SICIN1IUS. 
|: H' as ſpoken like a traytor, and ſhall anſwer as tray- 
3 tors do. 
Cor10LANUS. 


Thou wretch ! Deſpight o'erwhelm thee! —— 
What ſhould the people do with theſe bald tribunes? 
On whom depending, their obedience fails 
To th' greater bench. In a rebellion, 
\ When what's not meet, but what muſt be, was law, 
3 Then were they choſen; in a better hour, 
I Let what is meet, be ſaid, it muſt be meet, 
15 And throw their power i the duſt. 


BRurus. 

Manifeſt treaſon 
. SteiNtrus. 

This a Conſul! No. 

BrvTvs. 

The AXdiles, ho! Let him be apprehended. 

Enter Aailes. 
Sicin1vus. 


Go call the people, in whoſe name myſelf 
Attach thee as a traiterous innovator : 

A foe to th* publick weal. Obey, I charge thee, 
And follow to thine anſwer. ¶ Laying hold on Coriolanus. 
CORIOLANUS, 

Hence, old goat. 


We'll ſurety him. 
Cominivs, 


Aged fir, hands off. 
a CORIOLANUS. 
Hence, rotten thing, or I ſhall ſhake thy bones 
Out of thy garments. 
. SICINLUS, 


All. 


Help me, Citizens. 
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Enter à rabble of Plebeians. 


BRurus. 


Seize him, ZEdiles. 


Lay hold on him; | 

Bear him to the rock Tarpeian, and from thence 
Into deſtruction caſt him. | 

CorRoLAvwus. 
No; I'll dye here. [Draws his fivord. 
There's Pc among you has beheld me fighting, 
Come, try upon your ſelves, what you have ſeen me. 
Menenwvs. 
Down with that ſword. 
Tribunes, withdraw a while. 
BRgurus. 
Lay hands upon him. 
Help, M h "apr peeve be nobl 
e p arcius, he you that be noble, 
Help him young and _ 
A 
Down with him, down with him. [ Exeunt. 
In this mutiny, the Tribunes, the Adiles, and the 
People, are beaten in. 
Me: ntnwvs. 

Co, get you to your houſe; be gone, away, 

All will be naught elſe. 
M. Minveius. 


Steixius. 


Get you gone. 
Con lor anus. 


Stand faſt, we have as many friends as enemies. 


MEenznivs. - 
Shall it be put to that ? 


2d Senator. 
The Gods forbid ! 
F prithee, noble friend, home to thy houſe, 
Leave us to cure this cauſe; 


9 Mexz- 
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MexNextvs. 
For, *tis a ſore 
You cannot tent yourſelf; begone, beſeech you. 

Couixius. 
Come, Sir, along with us. 

MkxENIus. 
I would, they were barbarians, (as they are, 
Though i in Rome litter'd;) not Romans: (as they are not. 
Though calv'd in the porch of th? Capitol: ) 
Begone, put not your worthy rage into your tongue, 
One time will owe another. 

CORIOLANUS. 

On fair ground I could beat forty of them. 

Menzx1vs. 
I could my ſelf take up a brace of th' beſt of them; 
Yea, the two tribunes. 

Couixius. 
But now *tis odds beyond arithmetick : 
And manhood is call'd fool'ry, when it ſtands 
Againſt a falling fabrick. Will you hence, 
Before the tag return. 

Menexivs. 
Pray you, be gone 
PII try, if my old wit be in requeſt 
With thoſe that have but little; this muſt be patchr 
With cloth of any colour. 


ComMIni1vs. 
Come, away. [Exeunt Coriolanus and Cominius. 
Firſt Senator. 
This man has marr'd his fortune. 


| MxENxENIVUSs. 

His nature is too noble for the world: 

He would not Hatter Neptune for his trident, 

Or Jove for's power to thunder: his heart's his mouth: 
What his breaſt forges, chat his tongue muſt vent; 
And, being angry, does forget that ever 

He heard the name of death. 14 wiſe ulis 


Here's goodly work! 
| Second 
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Second Senator. 
I would they were a- bed. 
Menenivs. 
I would, they were in  Tyber—— What the Vengeance, 
Could he not ſpeak em fair? 


Enter BuvTvs and SICINIUS, with the Rabble again. 


SICINIUS. 
Where is this viper, 
That would depopulate the city, and 
Be every man himſelf, 
| Menznivs. 
You worthy tribunes 


 SICINIUS. 

He ſhall be thrown down the tarpeian rock 
With rigorous hands; he hath reſiſted law, 
And therefore law ſhall ſcorn him further trial 
Than the ſeverity of publick power, 
Which he ſo ſets at naught. 

Firſt Citizen. 
He ſhall well know, the noble tribunes are 
The people's mouths, and we their hands. 


All. 
He ſhall be ſure on't. | 
MxxENius. 
Sir, Sir | 
DD SICINIUS. 
Peace. 
MxxENIus. 


Do not cry havock, where you ſhould but hunt 
With modeſt warrant. 
SICIN1Us, 
Sir, how comes it, you 
Have holp to make this reſcue ? 


MEenen1vs. 
Hear me ſpeak; 


As I do know the conſul's worthineſs, 
80, can! name his faults =—— 


SIC1- 
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Stolxius. 
Conſul! — What conſul ? 
MkENENIus. 
The conſul Coriolanus. 
: BRurus. 


All. 


He conſul! 


No, no, no, no, no. 
MxENIus. 
If, by the tribune's leave, and yours, good people, 
I may be heard, I'd crave a word or two; 
The which ſhall turn you to no further harm, 
Than ſo much loſs of time. 
SICIN1US., 
Speak briefly, then, 
For we are peremptory to diſpatch 
This viperous traitor ; to eject him hence, 
Were but our danger; and to keep him here, 
Our certain death ; therefore it is decreed, 
He dies to night. 
| Mezenenivs. 
Now the Gods forbid, 
That our renowned Rome, whoſe gratitude 
Tow'rds her deſerving children is enroll'd 
In Jove's own book, like an unnatural dam, 
Should now eat up her own. 
: SICINIUS. 
He's a diſeaſe that muſt be cut away. 
Menxnivs. 
Oh, he's a limb, that has but a diſeaſe ; 
Mortal, to cut it off; to cure it eaſy. 
What has he done to Rome, that's worthy death ? 
Killing our enemies: the blood he hath loſt, 
(Which, I dare vouch, is more than that he hat i, 
By many an ounce) he dropt it for his country : 
And what is left, to loſe it by his country, 
Were to us all that do't, and ſuffer it, 


A brand to th' end o' th* world. 
Bavrvs. 
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. Bgurus. 
When he did love his country, it honour'd him. 
Mexexivs. 
The ſervice of the foot 
Being once gangren'd, it is not then reſpected 


For what betore it was 
Baurus. 


We'll hear no more. 
Purſue him to his houſe, and pluck him thence ; ; 
Leſt his infection, being of a ng nature, 
Spread further. 

Menex1vs. 
One word more, one word : -- 
This tiger-footed rage, when it ſhall find 
The harm of unſkann'd ſwiftneſs, will (too late) 
Tye leaden pounds to's heels. Proceed by proceſs, 
L eſt parties (as he is belov'd) break out, 


And ſack great Rome with Romans. 
Baurus. 
If *twere ſo 
S1ciN ws. 
What do ye talk ? 


Have we not had a taſte of his ence, 

Our ZXdiles ſtruck, our ſelves reſiſted ? Come — 
Menenivs, 

Conſider this; he hath been bred i' th* wars 

Since he could draw a ſword, and is ill ſchool'd 

In boulted language ; meal and bran 

He throws without diſtinction. Give me leave, 

III go to him, and undertake to bring him 

| Where he ſhall anſwer by a lawful — 

In peace, to his utmoſt peril. 


F Senator. 
Noble tribunes, 
It is the humane way: the other courſe 
Will prove too bloody, and the end of it 
Unknown to the beginning. 

SICINIUS, 
Noble Menenius, Be 
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Be you then as the people's officer, 
Maſters, lay down your weapons. 
RUTUS. 
Go not home. 
| SICINIUS, 
Meet on the Forum, we'll attend you there, 
Where, if you bring not Marcius, we'll proceed 
In our firſt way. 
Menenivs. 
Tl bring him to you. 
Let me deſire your company; he muſt come, 
Or what is worſt will follow. 
Firſt Senator. 
Pray, let's to him. IEreaut. 


SCENE, Corotawvs's Houſe, 
Enter CortoLanus, Nobles, and VETUTIA. 


CorIOLANUS. | 
Let them pull all about my ears, preſeat me 
Death on the wheel, or at wild horſe's heels, 
Or pile ten hills on the tarpeian rock, 
That the precipitation might down-ſtretc 
Below the beam of ſight, yet will I ſtill 
Be thus to them. 
I muſe, my mother 
Does not approve me further, who was wont 
To call them woolen vaſſals. I talk of you. 
Why did you wiſh me milder? Wou'd you have me 
Falſe to my nature? Rather ſay, I play 
The man 1 am. 


Oh, fir, fir, fir, 
I would have had you put your power well on, 
Before you had worn it out. 

COoRIOLANUS. 


VETURIA. 


Let it go 
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VeTuRIa. 

You might have been enough the man you are, 
With ſtriving leſs to be ſo. Leſſer had been 
The thwartings of your diſpoſitions, if 
You had not ſhew'd them how you were diſpos'd 
E're they lack'd power to croſs you. | 

CoRIOLANUS. 
Let them hang. 
| VETURIA. 
Ay, and burn too. 


Enter Menenius and Senators. 


Ce Ye MxkNIVus. 
Come, come, you've been too rough, ſomething too 
rough: 
You muſt return, and mend it. 
: Second Senator. 
There's no remedy, 
Unleſs, by not ſo doing, our good city 
Cleave in the midſt, and periſh. 
VPVATVRIA. 
Pray, be counſell'd; | 
J have a heart as little apt as yours, 
But yet a brain that leads my uſe of anger 
To better vantage. 
MxxENIVus. 
Well ſaid, noble woman: F- 
Before he ſhould thus ſtoop to th' herd, but that 
The violent fit of the times craves it as phyſick 
For the whole ſtate, I'd put mine armour on, 
Which I can ſcarcely bear. 
 CortoLanus, 
What muſt Ido? 
Menenivs, 
Return to th' tribunes. 
Cor1oLanus, 


- Well, What then * What then ? 


Max- 
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MkENENIBus. 

Nepent what you have ſpoke. 
CORIOLANUS. 

For them? I cannot do it for the Gods, 
Muſt I then do't for them? 

VETURIA. 
You are too abſolute, 
Tho' therein you can never be too noble, 
But when extremities ſpeak. . I've heard you ſay, 
Honour and policy, like unſever'd friends, 
Pth* war do grow together: Grant that, and tell me, 
In peace, what each of them by th' other loſes, 
That they combine not there ? 


CoRIOLANUS, 
Tuſk, tuſh— 
Menenivs. 
A good demand. 
VETURIA. 


If it be honour in yout wars, to ſeem 
The thing you are not, which for your beſt ends 
You call your policy; how is't leſs, or worſe, 
That it ſhall hold companionſhip in peace 
With honour, as in war; ſince that to both 
It ſtands in like requeſt ? 
CORIOLANUS. 
Why enlorce you this? 
VETrUR TA. 
Becauſe it lies on you to ſpeak to th' people: 
Not by your own inſtruction, nor by th' matter 
Which your heart prompts you to, but with fuck 
words ; 
But roated in your tongue; baſtards and ſyllables 
Of no allowance, to your boſom's truth. 
Now, this no more diſhonours you at all, 
Than to take in a town with gentle words, 
Which elſe would pit yoa to your fortune, and 
The hazard of mach blood. 
I would diſſemble with my nature, where 
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34 CORIOLAN US: Or, 
My fortunes, and my friends, at ſtake requir'd. 
I ſhould do ſo in honour. I am in this 
Your wife, your ſon, theſe ſenators, the nobles.--- 
| MxNENIVUs. 
Noble lady 
Come, go with us, ſpeak fair: you may ſalve fo 
Not what is dangerous preſent, but the loſs 
Of what is palt. ; 
| VETURIA, 
I pr'ythee now, my ſon, F 
Go to them with thy bonnet in thy hand, 3 
And thus far having ſtretch't it, (here be with them) 3 
Thy knee buſſing the ſtones ; (for in ſuch buſineſs 4 
Action is eloquence, and the eyes of th' ignorant 
More learned thau the ears: ] or ſay to them, 
Thou art their ſoldier, and, being bred in broils, 
Haſt not the ſoft way, which thou doſt contels 
Were fit for thee to uſe, as they to claim, 
In asking their good loves; but thou wilt frame 
Thyſelf (forſooth) hereafter theirs ſo far, 
As thou haſt power and perſon. 


5 Menexnivus. 
This but done, | | 
Ev'n as ſhe ſpeaks, why, all their hearts were yours: 
For they have pardons, being aſk'd, as free, 
As words to little purpoſe. 1 
VETURIA, 
Pry*thee now, 
Go and be rul'd: altho*, I know, thou'dſt rather 
Follow thine enemy in a fiery gulph, 
Than flatter him in a bower. 
Here is Cominius. 


Enter Cominivs, 
Cominivs. 


Pve been 'th* market place, and, Sir, *tis fit 
You have ſtrong party, or defend yourſelf 


By 
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9 
By calmneſs, or by abſence: All's in anger. 
MkNENITus. 
Only, fair ſpeech. 
_ Commivs. 
I think, 'twill ſerve, if he 
Can thereto frame his ſpirit. 
VerTuRIA; 
He muſt and will! 
Pry'thee now; ſay you will, and go about it. 
CORIOLANUS. 
Mult my baſe tongue give to my n ble heart 
A lie, that it mult bear? Well, I will do't: 
Yet were there but this ſingle plot to lole, 
This mould of Marcius, they to duſt ſhould grind it, 
And throw't againſt the wind. To th* market place 
You've put me now to ſuch a part, which never 
I ſhall diſcharge to th' life. 
| Couixius. | 
Come, come, we'll prompt you. EM 
ETURIA. | | 
Ay; pry'thee now, ſweet ſon ; as thou haſt ſaid, 
My praiſes made thee firſt a ſoldier, fo, 
To have my praiſe for this, perform a part 
Thou haſt not done before. 
| CORIOLAN US. 
Well, I muſt do't : 
Away, my diſpoſition, and poſſeſs me 
Some harlot's ſpirit ! my throat of war be turn'd, 
Which quired with my drum, into a pipe 
Small as an Eunuch's, or the Virgin's voice 
That babies lu!ls aſleep! the ſmiles of knaves 
Tent in my cheeks, and ſchool boys tears take up 
The glaſſes of my fight ! a beggar's tongue 
Make motion through my lips, and my arm'd knees, 
Which bow'd /but in my ſtirrup, bend like his 
That hath reteiv'd an alms !---I will not do't,--- 
Leſt I ſurceaſe to honour mine own truth, 
And, by my body's action, teach my mind, 
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A moſt inherent baſeneſs. 

. VETURIA. 
At thy choice then: | 
To beg of thee, it is my more diſhonour, 
'Than thou of them. Come all to ruin, let 
Thy mother rather feel thy pride, than fear 
Thy dangerous ſtoutneſs : for I mock at death 
With as big heart as thou. Do, as thou liſt : 
Thy valiantneſs was mine, thou ſuck'dſt it from me: 
But own thy pride thyſelf. 
| CORIOLANUS, 
Pray, be content : 
Mother, I'm going to the market place: | 
Chide me no more. I'll mountebank their loves, 


Cog their hearts from them, and come home belov'd 


Of all the trades in Rome. Look, I am going: 


Commend me to my wife. I'll return Conſul, 


Or never truſt to what my tongue can do 


Fth* way of flattery further. 
VETURIA. 
Do your will. | [Exit Veturia. 
Cominivs. 
Away, the tribunes do attend yon : Arm 
Yourſelf to anſwer mildly : for they're prepar'd 
With accuſations, as I hear, more ſtrong 
Than are upon you yet. 
CORIOLANUS. 


The word is, mildly. Pray you, let us go. 


Let them accuſe me by invention; I 
Will anſwer in mine honour. 


Menzenivs.. 
Ay, but mildly. 
| CoR10LANUS. 


Well, mildly let it be then, mildly. [ Exennt. 


The ROMAN MATR ON. 


SCENE III. The Forum. 


Euter StcIniuvs and Brutus. 


BrvuTvs. 


In this point charge him home, that he affects 


Tyrannick power : if he evade us there, 
Inforce him with his envy to the people. 
What, will he come? 


Enter an Adile. 


Aaile. : 
He's coming, Sir, 

BruTvs. 
How accompanied? 

Aaile. 


With old Menenius, and thoſe ſenators 
That always favour'd him. 

SICIN1US. 
Have you a catalogue 


Of all the voices that we have *procur'd, 


Set down by th' poll? 


Aaile. 
I have; *tis ready, here. 
SICINIUS, . 
Have you collected them by tribes ? 
Æaile. 
I have. 
SICINIUS, 


Aſſemble preſently the people hither, 


And when they hear me ſay, it ſhall be fo, 
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Pt” right and ſtrength o'th* commons; (be it either, 
For death, for fine, or baniſhment,) then ler them, 


If I fay fine, cry fine; if death, cry death; 


Inſiſting on the old prerogative 
And power, ith? truth o'th* cauſe. 
D 2 
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Haile. 
I will inform them. 

BR urvus. 
And when ſuch time they have begun to cry, 
Let them not ceaſe, but with a din confus'd 
Intorce the preient execution, 
Of what we chance to ſentence. 

| Agile. 
Very well. 
| SICIN1US, 
Make them be ſtrong and ready for this hint, 
When we ſhall hap to give't them. 
Baurus. 

Go about it, # [Exit Adile, 
Put him to choler ſtreight; he hath been us'd 
Ever to conquer, and to have his word 
Of contradiction. Being once chaf'd, he cannot 
Be rein'd again to temp'rance ; then he ſpeaks 
What's in his heart, 


Enter CoxtoLanus, Menentuvs, with Commivs and 
Others. 


* 


| S1cinivs. 
Well, here he comes. 


MEeNntnivs. 

Calmly, I do beſeech you. 

CokloLANus. 
Ay, as an hoſtler, that for the pooreſt piece 
Will bear the =p by th' volume: -the honour'd 
Keep Rome in ſafety, and the chairs of juſtice 
Supply with worthy men, plant love amongſt you, 
Throng our large temples with the ſhews of peace, 
And not our ſtreets with war | 8 bt 


MExENIVus. 
A noble wiſh. 


Euler 
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Enter AMdile and Plebeians. 


SICINIUS. 


Draw near, ye people. 
* £aile. 


Liſt to your tribunes: audience, 
Plebeians. 
Hear him, hear him. 
Peace, I ſay. | 
CoRIOLANUS. 


Firſt, hear me ſpeak. 
Both Tribunes. 


Well, fay. 
CoRIOLANUS. 


Shall I be charg'd no farther than this preſent ? 
Muſt all determine here? 
SICINIUS, 
I do demand, 
It you ſubmit you-to the people's voices, 
Allow their officers, and are content 
To ſuffer lawful cenſure for your faults, 
As ſhall be prov'd upon you ? 
| CoRIOLANUS, 
I am content. 
MEeNnEN1vs. 
Lo, citizens, he ſays, he is content : 
The warlike ſervice he has done, conſider. 
Think on the wounds his body bears, which ſhew. 
Like graves in a church-yard. 
CORIOLANUS. 
Scratches with briars, ſcars to move laughter only. 
Menznivs, 
Conſider further ; 
That when he ſpeaks not like a citizen, 
You find him like a ſoldier ; do not take 
His rougher accents for malicious ſounds ; 
But, as I ſay, ſuch as become a ſoldier. 


Rather than envy, you 
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s CORIOLANUS: Or, 


CoMiNivs. 
Well, well, no more. 


CoRIOLANUS. 
What is the matter | 


That being paſt for conſul with full voice, 
I'm fo diſhonour'd, that the very hour 


You take it off again ? 


SICINIUS, 
Anſwer to us. 
CoRIOL ANUS, 
Say then: *tis true, I ought ſo. 
SICINI1US. 


We charge you, that you have contriv'd to take 
From Rome all ſeaſon'd office, and to wind 
Yourſelf into a power tyrannical ; 

For which you are a traytor to the people. 


CorloLANUS. 
How ?—Traytor ? 


 Mexenivs. 

Nay, temperately ; your promiſe. 
| CORIOLANUS, 
The fires i th loweſt hell fold in the people 
Call me their traitor ! Thou injurious tribune ! 
Within thine eyes fat twenty thouſand deaths, 
In thy hands clutch'd as many millions, in 
Thy lying tongue both numbers; I would ſay, 
Thou lieſt, unto thee, with a voice as free, 
As I do pray the Gods. 
SICINIUS. 
Mark yon this, people? 
| All. 

To the rock with him, 


StciNtus. 


Peace. 


We need not lay new matter to his charge: 


What your have ſeen him do, and heard him ſpeak; 
Beating your officers, curſing you ſelves, , 


Oppoſing laws with ſtroaks, and here defying 
8 Thoſe 


e ROMAN MATRON. 
Thoſe whoſe great power mult try him; even this, 
So criminal, and in ſuch capital kind, 

Deſerves th' extremeſt death. 
BruTus, 


4 


But ſince he hath 


Serv'd well for Rome 


CORIOLANUS, 
What do you prate of ſervice ? 
BruTus. 
I talk of that, that know it. 
CORIOLANUS, 
You ? 
MEeNnENivUs. 
Is this the promiſe that you made your mother? 
CoMiNlus. 


Know, I pray you 


CoRIOLANUS. 
I'll know no farther. 
Let them pronounce the ſteep Tarpeian death, 
Vagabond exile, fleaing, pent to linger 
But with a grain a day, I would not buy 
Their mercy at the price of one fair word ; 
Nor check my courage for what they can give, 
To have't with ſay ing, good morrow, 

SICINIUS, 

For that he has 
(As much as in him lies) from time to time, 
Envy'd againſt the people; ſeeking means 
To pluck away their power; as now at laſt 
Given hoſtile ſtroaks, and that, not in the preſence 
Of dreaded juſtice, but on the miniſters 
That do diſtribute it; in the name o*th* people, 
And in the power of us the tribunes, we 
(Ev'n from this inſtant) baniſh him our city; 
In peril of precipitation 
From off the Tarpeian rock, never more 


To enter our Rome's gates. l' th' people's name, 
I ſay, it ſhall beſo, 


All; : 
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4z CORIOL ANUS: Or, 
All. | 
I ſhall be ſo, it ſhall be ſo; let him away: 
He's baniſh'd, and it ſhall be fo. 
Comini1vs. 
Hear me, my maſters, and my common friends 
. SICINIUS, 
He's ſentenc'd : no more hearing. 
All. 
It ſhall be ſo, it ſhall be to. 
COoRIOLANDS, 
You common cry of curs, whoſe breath I hate 
As reek o' th' rotten fens ; whoſe loves I prize 
As the dead carcaſes of unbury'd men, 
That do corrupt my air; I baniſh you! 
And here remain with your uncertainty ; 
Let every feeble rumour ſhake your hearts ; 
' Yeur enemies, with nodding of their plumes, 
Fan you into deſpair : have the power till 
To baniſh your defenders, *till at length, 
Your ignorance and folly ſhall deliver you, 
As molt abated captives, to ſome nation 
That won you without blows | Deſpiſing then, 
For you, the city, thus I turn my back : 
Fhere is a world elſewhere | | 
Exit Coriolanus, Cominius and others. The People 
ſhout, throw up their caps, and exeunt. 


End of te SECOND ACT. 


8 ACT 


Ze ROMAN MATRON. 43 


aA 
SCENE, The Volcian Camp. 


Arrius TuLLus, and VoLusIvs. 


VoLvsIus, 
7 HENCE is it, Tullus, that our arms are ſtopt 
Here on the borders of the Roman ſtate ? 
Why ſleeps that ſpirit, whoſe heroick ardour 
Urg'd you to break the truce, and pour'd our hoſt 
From all th* united cantons of the Volſci, 
On their unguarded frontiers z ſuch deſigns 
Brook not an hour's delay ; their whole ſucceſs 
Depends on inſtant vigorous execution, 
TuLLus. | 
Voluſius, I approve thy brave impatience ; 
And will to thee, in confidence of friendſhip, 
Diſcloſe my ſecret foul, Thou know'ſt Galeſus, 
Whoſe freedom Caius Marcius, once his gueſt, 
Of all the ſpoil of ſack'd Corioli, 
Alone demanded ; and who thence to Rome, | 
From gratitude and friendſhip, follow'd Marcus ; 
Whence lately to our Antium he return'd, 
With overtures of peace propos'd by Rome, 
VoLusvs. 
O, 'tis a wild chimera! Peace with Rome! 
Dream not of that, unleſs the Volcian courage 
Be quite ſubdu'd, and only ſeeks to gild 
A vile ſubmiſſion with that ſpecious name. 
Learn wiſdom from your neighbours. Peace with Rome 
Has quell'd the Latins, tam'd their free-born ſpirit, 
And by her friendſhip honour'd them with chains. 
Turlus. 
She ne'er will grant it on the juſt conditions 
I now have brought the Volſci to demand: 
The reſtitution of our conquer'd cities, 
Ard fair alliance upon equal terms. 
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I know the Roman infolence will ſcorn 
To yield to this; and Titus muſt return 
Within three days, the longeſt term allow'd him; 
Ot which the third is near elaps'd already. 
Then even Galeſus will not dare to ſtop us, 
With ſuperſtitious forms, and folemn trifles. 
From letting loote th* unbridled rage of war 
Againſt thole hated tyrants of Heſperia. - 
Voruars. 
Thanks to the Gods! my fword will then be free. 
Then, poor Corioli] thy bleeding wounds, 
Thy treaſures ſack d, thy caprivated matrons, 
Shall amply de reveng d by thy Voluſius: 
'T hen, Lullus, from 1 the Ear brows of Marcus, 
Thou may'ft regain the wreaths his conquering hand, 
By partial fortune aided, tore from thine. 
Tuts. 
O, my Voluſius! thou, who art a ſoldier, 
A try d and brave one too, tay, in thy heart 
Doſt thou not ſcorn me Thou, who tawit mc bend 
Beneath the halt-fpent thunder of a toe, 
Warm from the conqueſt of Corioli; 
His wounds undreft, in haſte he flew 
To where our armies on the fearful edge 
Of bartle ſtood ; and aſking, of rhe contal, 
To be oppos'd to me, with mighty rage, 
Reſiſtleſs, bore us down. 
Vorouvs. 
True Valour, Tullus, 
Lies in the mind, the never-yiclding purpoſe, 
Nor owns the blind award of giddy fortune. 
Toros. 
My foul, my friend, my foul is all on fire 
Thirft of revenge conſumes me ! the revenge 
Of generous emulation, not of hatred. 
Yes, Marcius, I will yet redeem my fame. 
To face thee once again is the great purpoſe 
For which a one I] e Til then, how flow, 


How 
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How tedious lags the time! while ſhame corrodes me, 
Wich many a bitter thought z and injur'd honour 
Sick, and delponding, preys upon it ſelf. 
Vorusvs, 
It faſt approaches now, the hour of vengeance, 
To this lam'd land, to ancient Latium due. 
Unballanc'd Rome, at variance with her ſelf; 
To order loſt, in hot and deep commorion, 
Stands on the dangerous point of civil war z 
Her haughty nobles and Ledidous commons 
Reviling, fearing, hating one another : 
While, on our part, all wears a proſperous face : 
Our troops united, numerous, high in ſpirit, 
As it their general's foul inforn'd them all. 


O long expected day 


Tviius. 
Go, brave Voluſtus, 
Go breath thy ardour into every breaſt, 
That when the Volician envoy ſhall return, 
One {pirit may unite us in the cauſe 
Of generous freedom, and our native rights, 


So long oppreſt by Rome's encroaching power. 
[Zu Voluſius. 


Tvoiius alone. 


Galefas faid that Marcius ſtands for contul. A 
O favour thou his ſuit, propitious Jove ! 
That I may brave him at his army's head, 
In all the majeſty of ſovereign power! 


Eater an Officer. 


Ha! why this haſte ? You look alarm'd. 
Officer. 
My lord. 
One of exalted port, his viſage hid, 


Has plac'd himſelf upon your ſacred hearth, 
4 Beneath 


Beneath the dread protection of your lares, 

And ſits majeſtic there in ſolemn ſilence. 
TuLLvus. 

Did you not aſk him who, and what he was ? 
Officer. 

My lord, I cou'd not ſpeak; I felt appall'd, 

As if the preſence of tome god had ſtruck me. 

TvriLvs. | 
Come, daſtard ! Let me find this man of terrors. 


[ Exennt. 


SCENE Opens and diſcovers Cox lol anvs 
2 as deſcribed. © © ; 


Enter TuLLvs, after ſome filence he ſpeaks. 


Illuſtrious ſtranger !—for thy high demeanour 
Beſpeaks thee ſuch—— Who art thou? | 
Cor1oLanus. [ Riſing, and unmuffling his face. 
View me TuLLvus 
Doſt thou not know me? 


| TuLLvus. [After ſome pauſe.] 
No, that noble front | 


I never ſaw before. What is thy name ? 
CorioLanus, 

Does not the ſecret voice of hoſtile inſtinct, 

Does not thy ſwelling heart declare me to thee ! 


TourLLus. 

Gods !— Can it be ? 

CokiolL AN us. 
Les, I am Caius Marcius; 
Known to thy ſmarting country by the name 
Of Coriolanus; that alone is left me, 
That empty name, for all my toils, my ſervice, 
The blood which I have ſhed for thankleſs Rome. 
Behold me baniſh'd thence, a victim yielded 
By her weak nobles to the maddening rabble. 


J ſeek 
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I ſeek revenge. Thou may'ſt employ my ſword, 
With keener edge, with heavier lorce againſt ker, 
Than &er it fell upon the Volſcian nation. 
ut if thou, Tullus, doſt refuſe me this, 
The only wiſh of my collected heart, 
Where every paſſion in one burning point 
Concenters; give me death: Death from thy hand 
I ſure have well deſetv'd --Nor ſhall I bluſh 
To take or life or death from Attius Tullus, 
TvLLvs. 
Oh! Marcius! Marcius ! 
Each word, thou'ſt ſpoke, hath weeded from my 
heart 
A Root of ancient envy. Let me twine 
Mine arms about that body, where againſt 
My grained aſh an hundred times hath broke, 
And ſcar'd the moon with ſplinters: Here I clip 
The anvil of my ſword, and do conteſt 
As hotly, and as nobly with thy love, 
As ever in ambitious ſtrength I did 
Contend againſt thy valour. 
COoRIOLANUS, 

Thus, generous Tullus, take a ſoldier's thanks, 

[ Embracing him. 
Who is not practis'd in the gloſs of words---- 
Thou friend indeed! Friend to my cauſe, my quarre! ! 
Friend to the darling paſſion of my ſoul ! 
All elſe I fet at naught! immortal Gods 
I am new made, and wonder at myſelf ! 
A little while ago, and 1 was nothing ; 
A powerleſs reptile, crawling on the earth, 
Curs'd with a foul that reſtleſs wiſſid to wield 
The bolts of Jove! I dwelt in Excbus. 
I wandred through the hopeleſs glooms of hell, 
Stung with revenge, tormented by the furies |! 
Now, Tullus, like a God, you draw me thence, 
Throne me amidſt the ſkies, with tempeſt charg d, 
And put the ready thunder in my hand! 

Turrrs. 


— CORIOL ANUS: Or, 
„„ 

What I have p:omis'd, Marcius, I will do. 

Wirhin an hour at fartheſt we ex 

The freedman of Galeſus back from Rome 

Who carry'd to the ſenate our demands. 

Their anſwer will, I doubt not, end the truce, 

And inſtant draw our angry ſwords againſt them. 

Till then retire within my inmoſt tent, 

Unknown to all but me, that when our chiefs 

Meet in full council to declare for war, 

I may produce thee to their wondering eyes, 

As it deſcended from avenging Heaven, | 

To humble lofty Rome, and teach her juſtice. 
COR 10LANUS, 

O righteous Jove! protector of the injur'd | 

If from my earlieſt youth, with pious awe, 

I flill have reverenc'd thy all- powerful juſtice, 

Still by her ſacred dictates rul'd my actions, 

O ler that Juſtice now ſupport my cauſe, 

And arm my ſtrong right hand with all her terrors 

When that is done, be lite or death my lot, 

As thy almighty pleaſure ſhall determine. 


Enter an Officer. 


Officer. 
My lord Galeſus aſks admittance to you, 


Tullius. 
Marcius, retire an inſtant, *till I hear 


The buſineſs brings him hither---Bid him enter 
| LExit. Officer and Coriolanus. 


Enter Galksvus. 


GALESUS. 
Tullus, the Roman Senate has return'd 
No other anſwer, to our late demands, 
But — denial and defiance. 


TvLLvs, 


=, 
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TvuLiLvs. 

It is what I expected -- we ſhall teach them | 

An humbler language ſoon---Haſt thou aſſembled, 

As I defir'd, the Volſcian chiefs in council? 
GALESUS. 

Titus is gone to ſummon their attendance. 

| TuLLvs 
It is enough----Come forth, my noble gueſt 
And ſhew Galeſus how the Gods aſlilt us. 


Enter Cor1oLanus. 


GALEsus. 
O my aſtoniſh'd foul ! What do I ſee ? 
What! Caius Marcius! Caius Marcius here, 
Beneath one tent with Tullus ? 
ToLLvs. 
Ay, and more, 
With Tullus, now his friend and fellow-ſoldier,. 
Yes, thou ſhalt ſee him thundering at the head 
Of Volfcian armies; he, who oft has carry'd 
Deſtruction thro' their ranks--- your leave a moment, 
While to our chiefs and fathers I anounce 
Their unexpected gueſt. [ Exit Tullus, 
CoRIOLANUS. 
Thou good old man] | 
Cloſe let me ſtrain thee to my faithful heart, 
Which now is doubly thine, united more 
By the proteCtion which thy country gives me, 
Than by our former friendſhip. 
GALESUS. 
Strange event 
This is thy work, almighty providence |! 
Whoſe power, beyond the ſtretch of human thought, 
Re volves the orbs of empire; bids them fink 
Deep in the deadning night of thy diſpleaſure, 
Or riſe majeſtic o'er a wondering world. 
Tue Gods, by thee———T fee it, Coriolanus, 


Man 


Mean to exalt us, and depreſs the Romans. 
CoR10LANUS. 

Galeſus, yes, the Gods have ſent me hither; 

Thoſe righteous Gods, who, when vindictive juſtice 

Excites them to deſtroy a worthleſs people, 

Make their own crimes and follies ſtrike the blow. 
GALESUS. 

Ah! the full image of thy woes diſſolves me! 

The pangs thou muſt have born at parting trom thee, 

Thy mother and thy wife. I cannot think 

Of that fad ſcene without ſome drops of pity ! 

Co lolLAxN us. 

Who was it forc'd me to that bitter parting ? 

Who, in one cruel haſty moment, chas'd me 

From wife, from children, friends, and houſhold 

Gods ? 3 

Me! who fo often had protected theirs. 

Who, from the ſacred city of my fathers 

Drove me with nature's commoners to dwell, 

To lodge beneath their wide unſhelter'd roof, 

And at their table feed? O blaſt me, Gods! 

With every woe! debility of mind, 

Diſhonour, juſt contempt, and palſy'd weakneſs, 

If I forgive the villains! 

_ GaLEtsvs, 

May Coriolanus | 

Be to the Volſcian nation, and himſelf, 

The dread, the God-like inſtrument: of juſtice ! 

But let not rage and vengeance mix their rancour ; 

Let them not trouble with their fretful ſtorm, 

Their angry gleams, that azure, where enthron'd 

The calm divinity of juſtice ſits, 

And pities, while ſhe puniſhes mankind. 


Enter TouLus 
ToLLus, | Embracing] 


Marcius, I joy to call thee my companion, Ang 
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And colleague in this war. Our ſenators, 
With eager joy agreed to my requeſt, 
And give thee rule o'er half the Volſcian powers. 
* Cok ioLANus. 
By all the Gods! 
Thou art the generous victor of my ſoul! 
Yes, Tullus, I am conquer'd by thy virtue, 
I burn to enter on the glorious taſk 


You now have mark'd me out. How ſlow the time 


To the warm foul, that in the very inſtant 
It forms, wou'd execute, a great delign, 
*Tis my advice we march direct to Rome 
We cannot be too quick. 
TuLLvus. 

I much approve 
Of this advice. Tis what I thought before, 
Ere ſtrengthen'd, Marcius, by thy mighty arm: 
But now tis doubly right---to Rome, away; 
Straight let us urge our march---as yet the ſtars 
Ride in their middle watch: We ſhall with eaſe 
Reach it by dawn. 

| CoRIOLANUS. 
Yes, we have time---too much 
Six tedious hours *till morn---But, let's away! 
My ſoul on fire anticipates the dawn. 


End of th THIRD ACT. 


* 
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ACTIV. 


ants, Turrus, VoLusivs, Tixus, with a 
crowd of Volſcian officers. 
CoRIOLANUS. 

O more----I merit not this laviſh praiſe. 
| N True, we have driven the Roman * back, 
Defeated and diſgrac'd---but what is this ? 
Nothing, ye Volſci, nothing yet is done. 
Come on, my brave companions of the war! 
Come, let us finiſh, at one mighty ſtroke. | 
The toil of labouring fate We will, or periſh ! 
While, noble Tulles, you protect the camp, * 
I, with my troops, all men of choſen valour, 
And well approv'd to-day, will ſtorm the city. 

Ti rus. 

Beneath thy animating conduct, Marcius, 
What can the Volſcian valour not perform? 
Thy very ſight and voice ſubdues the Romans. 
When, lifting up your helm, you ſhew'd your face, 
That like a comet glar'd deſtruction on 'em, - 
I ſaw their braveſt veterans fly before thee. 
Their ancient ſpirit has with thee forſook them, 
And ruin hangs o'er yon devoted walls. 


Enter an Officer, who addreſſes Coriolanus, 


_ "Officer, 
My lord, a herald is arriv'd from Rome, 
To ſay a deputation from the ſenate, 
1 by the miniſters of heaven, 
A venerable train of prieſts and flamens 
Is on the way, addreſs'd to you. 

CORIOLANNUS, 

To me! 
What can this meſſage mean? 
What ! do they think me ſuch a milky boy, * 
* 2 | O 
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To pay my vengeance with a few ſoft words ? 
Come, fellow ſoldiers, Tullus, come, and ſce, 
If I betray the honours you have done me. 
[ Exennt all but Tullus and Voluſius. 
Vorusvs, 
Are we not, Tullus, failing in our duty 
Not to attend our general ? 
TouLLvs. 
How! what ſay'ſt thou? 
VoLvsvs. 
Methought my lord his parting orders were, 
We ſhould attend the triumph now preparing 
O'er all his foes at once Romans and Volſci | 
Come, we ſhall give offence. 
| TuLLvus. 


Of this no more. 
I pray thee ſpare thy bitter irony. 
Volvusius. 
Shall I then ſpeak without diſguiſe? 
| Torrus. 
Speak out: | 
With all the honeſt bluntneſs of a friend. 
Think'ſt thou J fear the truth? 
Vo ustus. 

Then, Tullus, know, 
Thou art no more the general of the Volſci. 
Thou haſt, by this thy generous weakneſs, ſunk 
Thyſelf into a private man of Antium. 
Yes, thou haſt taken from thy laurel'd brow- 
The well-earn'd trophies of thy toils and perils, 
Thy ſpringing hopes, the faireſt ever budded, 
And heap'd them on a man too proud before. 

| TuLLvs. 
He bears it high. 
| Vol us ius. 
Death, and perdition! High ! 
With uncontrouPd command !---You ſee already, 


He will not be encumber'd with the fetters 
E 3 Of 
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Of our advice. He ſpeaks his ſovereign will; 

On every hand he iſſues out his orders, p 

As to his natural ſlaves.- For you, my lord, 

He has, I think, confin'd you to your camp, 

There in inglorious indolence to languiſh ; 

While he, beneath your blaſted eye, ſhall reap 
The harveſt of your honour. 


| TuLLvus. 
No, Voluſius, 
Whatever honour ſhall by him be gain'd 
Reverts to me, from whoſe ſuperior bounty 
He drew the means of all his glorious deeds. 
This mighty chief, this conqueror of Rome 
Is but my creature— 


VorLvs1vs. 
Wretched, ſelf- deluſion; 
Confuſion ! there it is!] there lurks the ſting 
Of our diſhonour ! while this Marcius leads 
The Roman armies, ours are driven before him. 
Behold he changes fides ; when with him changes 
The fortune of the war. Strait they grow Volſci, 
And we victorious Romans---ſuch, no doubt, 
Such is his ſecret boaſt. —Ay, this vile brand, 
Succeſs itſelf will fix for ever on us; 
And, Tullus, thou, *tis thou muſt anſwer for it. 
TvuLLvs. | Aſide] 
His words are daggers to my Heart; I feel 
Their truth ! but am aſham'd to own my folly. 
VoLvsvs. 
O ſhame! O infamy ! the thought conſumes me, 
It ſcalds my eyes with tears, to ſee a Roman 
Borne on our 3 to immortal fame: 
Juſt in the happy moment that decided 
The long diſpute of ages, that for which 
Our generous anceſtors had toil'd and bled, 
To ſee him then ſtep in and fteal our glory ! 
O that we firſt had periſh'd all! a people, 
Who cannot find in their own proper force 


Their bb 
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Their own protection, are not worth the ſaving. 
TuLLus. 
It muſt have way ! I will no more ſuppreſs it— 
Know, then, my rough old friend, no leſs than thee 
His conduct ſtings me, and upbraids my folly. 
I wake as from a dream. What demon mov'd me? 
What doating generoſity ? His woes ? 
Was it his woes ! to ſee the brave reduc'd 
To truſt his mortal foe? perhaps, a little 
That work'd within my boſom---but, Voluſius, 
That was not all---I will to thee confels _ 
The weakneſs of my heart---Yes, it was pride, 
The dazzling pride to ſee my rival warrior, 
The mighty Coriolanus, bend his ſoul, 
His haughty ſoul, to ſue for my protection. 
Protection ſaid 1? Were it that alone, 
I had been baſe to have refus'd him that, 
To have refus'd him ought a gallant fae 
Owes to a gallant foe. - But to exalt him 
To the ſame level, nay above myſelf; 4 
To yield him the command of half my troops, 7 
The choiceſt acting half — That, that was madneſs ! 
Was weak, was mean, unworthy of a man !— iq 
. VoLvusvs. 4 
I ſcorn to flatter thee—lIt was indeed. 8 
dein 
Curſe on the ſlave Galeſus! Soothing, he 
Seiz'd the fond moment of infatuation, 
And clinch'd the chains my generous folly forg'd. 
How ſhall I from this labyrinth eſcape ? 
Muſt it then be ! What cruel genius dooms me, 
In war or peace to creep beneath his fortune ? 
VorLvusvs. 
That genius is thy ſelf. If thou canſt 
The very thought of ſtooping to this Roman, 
Thou from that moment art his vaſſal, Tullus; 
By that thou doſt acknowledge, parent nature 
Has form'd him thy — But if fix'd 
| 5 


Upon 


 / 


To {ce your wives diſhonour'd to your noſes. 
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Upon the baſe of manly reſolution, 
Thou ſayſt — I will be tree! I will command! 
J and my country! then — O never doubt it — 
We ſhall find means to cruſh this vain intruder 


Even I my ſelf — this hand 

Nay, hear me, Tullus, 

"Tis not yet come to that, that laſt reſource. 

I do not ſay we ſhould employ the dagger, 

While other berter means are in our power. 
TuLLvus. 

No, my Voluſius, fortune will not drive us, 


Or I am much deceiv'd, to that extreme: 


We ſhall not want the ſtrongeſt, faireſt plea, 
To give a ſolemn ſanction to his fate. 


He will betray himſelf. Whate'er his rage 


Of paſſion talks, a weakneſs for his country 
Sticks in his ſoul, and he is ſtill a Roman. 

Soon ſhall we ſee him tempted to the brink 

Of this fure precipice Then down at once, 


Without remorſe, we hurl him to perdition. 


But hark! The trumpet calls us to a ſcene 
I ſhould deteſt, if not from hope we thence 
May gather matter to mature our pu: poſe. 


SCENE changes to Rows. 


Enter as Mixvclus and Senators, of one 


ide; of the other, the two ee SICINIUS and 
BrvuTvs. | 


Minucivs. 
Oh! you have made good work 
Tribunes. 
What rews ? what news ? 
- Menenivs. | 
You have holp to raviſh your own daughters, and 
To melt the city-leads upon your partes ; 


Bx u- 


} 
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BRurus. 
Pray now the news? 
Mrxrxius. 
Yes, you have made good work, 
You and your apron-men ; that ſtood ſo much 
Upon the voice of occupation, and 
The breath of garlick-eaters. 

Mixvervs. 
He'll ſhake your Rome about your ears. 

MxxkNIus. 
As Hercules did ſhake down mellow fruit. 
You have made fair work! 

SICINTUS. 
We're all undone, unleſs 
The noble man have mercy. Fa 

Mixucivs. . 
Mercy, yes, you | 
Deſerve ſuch mercy of him, as the wolf 
Does of the thepherd. You have brought on Rome 
A trembling, tuch as ſhe never knew betore, 
So incapable of help. 

Tribunes. 

Say not we brought it. 

MeneNivs. 
How ? was it we? we lov'd him; but like beaſts, 
And coward nobles, gave way to your cluſters, 
Who did hoot him out o' the city. 

M:invucivs. 
But I fear, 
They'll roar him in again. All our hope now 
Lyes in Cominius, and the reverend ſathers, 
Who are gone to implore his mercy. 


Enter Citizens, 


Menez n1vs. 
Here come the cluſters — You are they 


T hat made the air unwholſome, when you caſt 
Your 
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Your ſtinking, greaſy caps, in hooting 
Coriolanus' exile. Now he's coming, 
And not a hair upon a ſouldier's head, 
Which will not prove a whip : as many coxcombs, 
As you threw caps up, will he tumble down, 
And pay you for your voices. Tis no matter, 
If he ſhould burn us all into a coal, 
We have deſerv'd it. 
Omnes. 

Faith we hear fearful news ; 
Sad news, ſad news. 

Firſt Citizen. 
For mine own part, | 
When I fid banifh him; I ſaid *twas pity. 


Second Citizen. 
And ſo did I. 

Third Citizen. "0 
And ſo did I; and to fay the truth, fo did every one 
of us, that we did, we did for the beſt; and tho' we 
willingly conſented to his baniſhment, yet it was 
againſt our will. 

Minvci1vs. 

Yeare goodly things? You, voices! 
But here's Cominius, return'd from the deputation. 


His looks forebode ill tidings, | 


Enter Cominius and others. 


_ Have you prevail'd? Will he have mercy ? 
Has Rome any hopes ? 
; + 4ay Cominivs. 
No, we're returned 
Diſgrac'd, our ſuit rejected, and the majeſty 
Of Rome inſulted, trampled under foot. 
Mznewivs. | 
So! you have made good work, you and your cry. 
„ Minvecvis, 
How did he receive you ? 
| CominI- 
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CouixIus. 
He would not ſeem to know me. 
MxxkENIVus. 
Do you hear that? 
Couixius. 
Yet one time he did call me by my name: 
I urg'd our old acquaintance, and the drops 
That we have bled together. _ Coriolanus 
He would not anſwer to ; forbad all names : 
He was a kind of nothing, titleleſs, | 
Till he had forg'd himſelf a name o' the fire 
Of burning Rome. 
MxxExius. 
Why, ſo; you've made good work: 
A pair of tribunes, that have rack'd for Rome, 
To make coals cheap; you will deſerve a memory. 
ComMin1us. 
I minded him how royal *twas to pardon 
When it was leaſt expected. He reply'd, 
It was a bare petition of a ſtate 
To one whom they had puniſh'd. 
Menenivs. 
Very well, could he ſay leſs? 
CoMINIUS. 
I offer'd to awaken his regard 
For's private friends. His anſwer to me was, 
He could not ſtay to pick them in a pile 
Of noiſom muſty chaff. He ſaid, 'twas folly, 
For one poor grain or two, to leave unburnt, 
And ſtill to noſe th' offence. 
| Mexenivs. 
For one poor grain or two! 
I'm one of thole : his mother, wife, his child, 
And this brave fellow too, we are the grains; 
You are the muſty chaff, and you are {melt _ 
Above the moon. We mult be burnt for you. 
SICINIUS. 


Nay, pray be patient, do not upbraid us 
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With our diſtreſs— But, ſure, if you 
Would be your country's pleader, your good tongue, 
More than the inſtant army we can make, 
Might ſtop our countryman. | 
MexxNius. 
No, I'll not meddle. 
BzvTvs, 
Pray you go to him, 
TS Couixius. 
He'll never hear him. 
| S1CINIUS, 
Not ? 
| Couixiuvs. 
I tell you he does fit in gold, his eye 
Red as twould burn Rome! and his injury 
The gaoler to his pity. I kneel'd before him, 
*T was very faintly he ſaid, Riſe : diſmiſs'd me 
Thus, with his ſpeechleſs hand, What he would do, 
He ſent in writing after; what he would not, 
Bound with an oath to yield to his conditions. 
So that all hope is vain, unleſs his mother, 
And wife, who (as I hear) mean to ſollicit him 
Por mercy to his country, ſhould ſucceed. 
| Mentni1vs. 
See you yond coin of the Capitol, yond corner-ſtone ? 
IC1N1US, 
Why what of that? 
Menentus. 
Tf it be poſſible for you to diſplace it with your little 
finger, there is ſome hope the ladies of Rome, eſpe- 
cially his mother, may prevail with him. 
SICIN1US, 


He lov'd her dearly, 


Menexius. 

Yes, but he no more remembers his mother now, 
than an eight-years-old horſe. I warrant the tartnels 
of his face ſours ripe grapes. Mark what mercy his. 
mother ſhall bring from him; there is no more mercy 
in 
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in him than there is milk in a male tyger ; that ſhall 
our poor city find ; and all this is *long of you. 
There is no hope left. Our throats are ſentenc'd, 
and ſtay upon execution. 

Firſt Plebeian. 
O doleful tidings ! 

Second Plebeian. 


Third Plebeian. 
What will become of us ? 
Firſt Plebeian. 
Our wives and children! 
Second Plebeian. 


O woeful day! 


What ſhall we do? 
| Third Plebeian. 

Let us ſeize the two tribunes that did baniſh him, and 

throw them down the Tarpeian rock. 


All. 
Agreed, agreed. 
Firſt Plebeian. 
It will be the beſt means to paxify Coriolanus. 
All. 


Aye, aye, ſeize them. 
Steixius and BRUTUS. 
O, good Menenius, ſave us, ſtand our friend. 
MzxNeN1vs, 
Not I; they may hang, drown, burn, or break your 
worthleſs necks from che rock, *tis all one to me. : 
5 u Menenius. : 
All. | 5 
Away with them, away with them. 
| Comnivs. 
Hear me, my fellow-citizens. 
Firſt Plebeian. 
Aye, hear the good Cominius. 
All. 
Hear him, hear him, Silence. 


— 


So they will. Come ſecure them; away, away. 


Hal Voluſius, ö 
Thy looks declare ſome meſſage of importance. 
5 Voru: 
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Cominivs. 


Good citizens, lay by this deſp'rate courſe, 
At leaſt, ſuſpend your angers, till you hear 
How the entreaties of his mother, wife, 


And our moſt noble matrons work upon him. 


They yet may bring us peace. 


Firſt Plebeian. 
So we will. 
| Second Plebeian. 
We'll ſtay till their return. | 
Third Plebeian. 
But if they don't bring back good news, it ſhall be 


ill news for you. 


85 Firſt Plebeian. 
Yes, if they don't, we'll ſend their heads next to peti- 
tion for us to Coriolanus. v1 
Third Plebeian. 


Aye, and they'll do't better off their ſhoulders than on. 


Second Plebeian. | 


| [ Exeurt. 
SCENE changes to the Volſcian Camp. 


TvLLvus alone. 
What is the mind of man? A reſtleſs ſcene 
Of vanity and weakneſs; ſhifting ſtill, 


As ſhift the lights of our uncertain knowledge ; 
'Or as the various gale of paſſion breathes. 


None ever thought himſelf more deeply founded 


- On what is right, nor felt a nobler ardor 


Than I, when I inveſted Caius Marcius 

With this ill-judg'd command. Now it appears 
Diſtraftion, folly, monſtrous folly, meanneſs ! 
And down I plunge, betray'd even by my virtue, 
From gulph to gulph, from ſhame to deeper ſhame, 


Euter VoLusvs haſtily. 


RR 
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| VoLuslus. 
Tullus, they do—1 was to find out Marcius ; 
To him a ſecond deputation comes; 
His mother and his wife, with a long train 
Of all the nobleſt ladies Rome can boaſt, 
In mourning habits clad, approach our camp; 
Preceded by a herald, to demand 
Another audience of him. 
By heaven *tis well, 
TorLLvs. 

How ? what is well? That humbled Rome once more 
Shall deck him with the trophies of our arms ? 

5 VoLvs1vs. 1 
And hop'ſt thou nothing from this bleſt event? 
They who have often blaſted mighty heroes, 
Who oft have ſtole into the firmeſt hearts, 
And melted them to folly: they, my friend, 
Will do what wiſdom never could effect. - 

| TuLLvus. 
Thinkſt thou the prayers and tears of wailing women 
Can ſhake the man, who with ſuch cold diſdain 
Stood firm againſt thoſe venerable conſuls, 
And ſpurn'd the genius of his kneeling country ? 
VoLusws. _ 
It was his pride alone that made him ours, 
That paſſion kept him firm; the flattering charm 
Of humbling thoſe who in their perſons bore 
The whole collected majeſty of Rome. 
Theſe women are no proper objects for it: 
He cannnot triumph o'er his wife and mother. 
On this my hopes are founded, that theſe women 
May by their gentler influence ſubdue him. 
TurLLvs. 

Whate'er th' event, he ſhall no longer here, 
As wave his paſſions, dictate peace, or war. 
Whether his ſtubborn ſoul maintains it's firmneſs, 
Or yields to female prayers, the Volſcian honour 


Will be alike betray d. It Rome prevails, * 
e 


=  CORIDOLANUS: 0, 
He ſtops our conquering arms from her deſtruction z 
If-he rejects her ſuit, he reigns our tyrant. 
But, by th' immortal Gods! His ſhort-liv'd empire 
Shall never ſee yon radiant ſun deſcend. 
| VoLvus1vus. | 
Bleſt be thoſe Gods that have at laſt inſpir'd thee 
With reſolution equal to thy cauſe, | 
The cauſe of liberty ! SEW 
| TuLLvs. 
Be ſure, Voluſius, | 
If that ſhould happen which thy hopes portend ; 
Should he by nature tam'd, difarm'd by love, 
Reſpite the Roman doom—He ſeals his own : 
By Heaven he dies. 
Voruslus. 
Let me embrace thee, 
Tullus, my ſword | 
Here claims to be employ'd—Nor mine alone— 
There are ſome worthy Volſci ſtill remaining, 
Who think with us, and pine beneath the laurels 
A Roman chief beſtows. 
| 'TvuLLvs, 
Go, find them ſtrait, | 
And bring them to the ſpace before his tent; 


Tiis there he will receive his deputation. 


Then if he ſinks beneath theſe women's prayers- 
Or if he does not- But, Voluſius, wait, 

I give thee ſtricteſt charge to wait my ſignal.” 
Perhaps I may find means to free the Volſci 
Without his blood. If not---we will be free. 


Eu ef th FOURTH ACT, 
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er 
S CEN Ea Camp with Volſcian Soldiers, as before. 


Enter Cox1oLanus, Turrius, GalkEsus, VoLusvs ; 
' The Roman Ladies advance ſlowly, with VeTuRIa 
and VoLUMN1a, all clad in mourning. CortoLawnus 
fits on his tribunal ;, but ſeeing them, advances, and 
goes haſtily to embrace his mother. 


Cor1oLanvs. * 
Ower your faſces, Lictors | 
O Veturia ! 
Thou beſt of parents ! 
| VETuRIA. 
Coriolanus, ſtop. 
Whom am I to embrace? a ſon, or foe 
Say, in what light am I regarded here? 
Thy mother, or thy captive ? 
| CoxkiolANus. 
Juſtly, madam, | 
You check my fondneſs, that, by nature hurry'd. 
Forgot, I was the | an of the Volſci, 
And you a deputy from. hoſtile Rome. 
He goes back to his former ſtation. 
I hear you with reſpect. Speak your commiſſion. 
| VETURIA, 
Think not I come a deputy from Rome. 
Rome, once rejected, ſcorns a ſecond ſuit. 
You have already heard whate'*er the tongue 
Of eloquence can plead, whate'er the wiſdom 
Of ſacred age, the dignity of ſenates, 
And virtue can enforce. Behold me here 
Sent by the ſhades of your immorral fathers, 
Sent by the genius of the Marcian line, 
| F Com- 


66  CORIOLANUS: Or, 
Commiſſion'd by my own maternal heart, 

To try the ſoft, yet ſtronger powers of nature; 
Thus authoriz'd, I aſk, nay, claim a peace, 
On equal, fair, and honourable terms, 

Jo thee, to Rome, and to the Volſcian people. 
Grant it, my ſon | Thy mother begs it of thee , 
Thy wite, the beſt, the kindeſt of her ſex, 
And theſe illuſtrious matrons, who have ſooth'd 
The gloomy hours thou haſt been abſent from us. 
We, by whate'er is great and good in nature, 
By every duty, by the Gods, conjure thee, 

To pant us peace! and turn on other foes 


Thy arms, where thou may'ſt purchaſe virtuous glory. 


CoRIOLANUS, 
I ſhould, Veturia, break thoſe holy bonds 
That hold the wide republic of mankind, 
Society, together; I ſhould grow 
A wretch unworthy to be call'd thy ſon 
I ſhould, with my Volumnia's fair eſteem, 
Forfeit her love; theſe matrons would deſpiſe me--- 
Could I betray the Volſcian cauſe, thus truſted, 
Thus recommended to me no, my mother, | 
You cannot ſure, you cannot aſk it of me 

VETURI1A. 

And does my ſon fo little know me? Me! 
Who took ſuch care to form his tender years, 
Left to my conduct by his dying father? 
Have I fo ill deſerv'd that truſt? Alas! 
Am I ſo low in thy eſteem, that thou 
Should'ſt &er imagine I could urge a part 
Which in the leaſt might ſtain the Marcian honour ? 
No, let me periſh rather! periſh all! 
Life has no charms compar'd to ſpotleſs glory! 
I only aſk, thou woud'ſt forbid thy troops 
To waſte our lands, and to affault yon city, 
Till time be giv'n for mild and righteous meaſures. 
Grant us but one year's truce : Mean while thou may'ſt, 
With bonour and advantage to both nations, 
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Betwixt us mediate a perpetual peace. 
CoRIOLANUS, 
Alas! my mother! That were granting all. 
VEeTuRIA. A 


Canſt thou refuſe me ſuch a juſt petition, 


The firſt requeſt thy mother ever made thee ? 


Canſt thou to her intreaties, prayers, and tears, 

Prefer a ſavage obſtinate revenge ? 

Have love and nature loſt all power within thee ? 
: CoR1IOLANUS, 

No---in my heart they reign as ſtrong as ever. 

Come, I conjure you, quit ungrateful Rome, 

Come, and complete my happineſs at Antium, 

You, and my dear Volumnia There, Veturia, 

There you ſhall ſee with what reſpect the Volſci 

Will treat the wife and mother of their general. 

VeTuRIA. 


Treat me thyſelf with more reſpect, my ſon ; 


Nor dare to ſhock my ears with ſuch propoſals. 
Shall I deſert my country, I who come 
To plead her cauſe ? Ah no A grave in Rome 
Would better pleaſe me than a throne at Antium, 
How haft thou thus forſaken all my precepts ? 
How haſt thou thus forgot thy love to Rome ? 
O Coriolanus, when with hoſtile arms, 
With fire and ſword, you enter'd on our borders, 
Did not the foſtering air that breathes around us, 
Allay thy guilty fury, and inſtil 

certain native {ſweetneſs thro” thy ſoul ? 
Did not your heart thus murmur to itſelf ? 
<* 'Thele walls contain whatever can command 
* Reſpect from virtue, or is dear to nature, 
The monuments of piety and valour; 


The ſculprur'd forms, the trophies of my fathers, 
* My houſhold Gods, my mother, wife, and chil- 


dren | 


| CorroLanus, 
Ah! you ſeduce me with too tender views 
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Theſe walls contain the moſt corrupt of men, 
A baſe ſeditious herd ; who trample order, 
Diſtinction, juſtice, law, beneath their feet, 
Inſolent foes to worth, the foes of virtue 
| | VETURIA. | 
Thou haſt not thence a right to lift thy hand 
Againſt the whole community, which forms 
Thy ever ſacred country---That conſiſts 
Not of coeval citizens alone : 
It knows no bounds ; it has a retroſpect 
To ages paſt ; it looks on thoſe to come; 
And graſps of all the general worth and virtue: 
Suppoſe, my ſon, that I to thee had been 
A harſh obdurate parent, even unjuſt ; 
How wou'd the mon'ſtrous thought with horror ſtrike 
thee, : 
Of plunging, from revenge, thy raging ſteel 
Into her breaſt who nurs'd thy infant years 
| CoRIOLANUS, 
Rome is no more! that Rome which nurs'd my youth, 
That Rome, conducted by patrician virtue, 
She is no more! my {word ſhall now chaſtiſe 
"Theſe ſons of pride and dirt! her upſtart tyrants ! 
Who have debas'd the nobleſt ſtate on earth 
Into a ſordid democratic faction; 
Why will my mother 70 her cauſe to theirs? 
VETURIA, 
Forbid it, Jove ! that I ſhould Cer diſtinguiſh 
+ My intereſt from the general cauſe of Rome; 
Or live to ſee a foreign hoſtile arm 


Reform th' abuſes of our land of freedom. 


[ Payſing. 


But *tis in vain, I find, to reaſon more. 

Is there no way to reach thy filial heart, 

Once fam'd as much for piety as courage ? 

Oft haſt thou juſtly triumph'd, Coriolanus; 
Now yield one triumph to thy widow'd mother; 
And ſend me back amidſt the loud acclaims,- 
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The grateful tranſports of deliver'd Rome, 
The happieſt far, the moſt renown'd of women! 
COR 1OLANUS, 
Why, why, Veturia, wilt thou plead in yain ? 
TuLLvs [| a/ide to Voluſius.] 
See, ſee, Voluſius, how the ſtrong emotions. 
Of powerful nature ſhake his inmoſt ſoul ! 
See how they tear him---If he long reſiſts them, 
He is a God, or ſomething worſe than man. 
VETURIA, | 
O Marcius, Marcius ! canſt thou treat me thus ? 
Canſt thou complain of Rome's ingratitude, 
Yet be to me ſo cruelly ungrateful ? 
| To me ! who anxious rear'd thy youth to glory? 
Whoſe only joy thele many years has been, 
To boaſt that Coriolanus was my fon ? b, 
And doſt thou then renounce me for thy mother? 
Spurn me before theſe chiets, before thoſe ſoldiers, 
That weep thy ſtubborn cruelty ? Art thou 
The hardeſt man to me in this afſembly ? 
Look at me! ſpeak ! 
[ Pau/ing, during which be appears in great agitation. 
Still doſt thou turn away? 
Inexorable ? ſilent? --- Then, behold me, 
Behold thy mother, at whole feet thou oft 
Haſt kneel'd with fondneſs, kneeling now at thine, 
Wetting thy ſtern tribunal with her rears. 
CoRIOLANUS. | 
Veturia, rife ; I cannot ſee thee thys. [ Raiſes ber. 
It is a ſight uncomely to behold 
My mother at my feet, and that to urge 
A fir relentleſs honour muſt refule. 
 VorvumNnta [advancing.] 
Since, Coriolanus, thou doſt ſtill retain, 
In ſpite of all thy mother now has pleaded, 
Thy dreadful purpoſe, ah! how much in vain. 


Were it for n me to join my ſupplications ! | 
| F 3 1; Jl 
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The voice of thy Volumnia, once ſo pleaſing, 

How ſhall it hope to touch the husband's heart, 
When proof againſt the tears of ſuch a parent? 

I dare not urge what to thy mother thou | 
So firmly haſt deny'd---But I muſt weep--- 

Muſt weep, it not thy harſh ſeverity, 


At leaſt thy ſituation. O permit me [Taking his hand. 


To ſhed my guſhing tears upon thy hand! 
To preſs it with the cordial lips of love ! 
And take my laſt farewell ! 
1 CORIOLANUS. 
Yet, yet, my ſoul, 
Be firm, and perſevere--- | 
VoLUMNIA. 
Ah, Coriolanus! 
Is then this hand, this hand to me devoted, 
The pledge of nuptial love, that has ſo long 
Protected, bleſs'd, and ſhelter'd us with kindneſs, 
Now lifted up againſt us? yet I love it, 
And, with ſubmiſſive veneration, bow 

Beneath th' affliction which it heaps upon us. 

But oh! what nobler tranſports — give thee 
What joy beyond expreſſion! could'ſt thou once 
Surmount the furious ſtorm of fierce revenge, 

And yield thee to the charms of love and mercy. 
Oh make the glorious trial ! 


| CORIOLANUS, 

Mother! wife! 

Are all the powers of nature leagu'd againſt me? 

I cannot !- will not !---Leave me, my Volumnia ! 
Voluux IA. N 

Well, I obey---How bitter thus to part 

Upon ſuch terms to part !---perhaps, for ever !--- 

But tell me, ere | hence unroot my feet, 

When to my lonely home I ſhall return, 

What from their father, to our little ſlaves, 

' Unconſcious of the ſhame to which you doom them, 

What ſhall I ſay? —- [Pauſing, be highly agitated. 


Nay 


5 


1 
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Nay---tell me, Coriolanus 

| CoR1IOLANUS. 
Tell thee ! what ſhall I tell thee ? See theſe tears 
Theſe tears will tell thee what exceeds the pow'r 
Of words to ſpeak, what'er the ſon, the husband, 
And father, in one complicated pang, 
Can feel---But leave me;---ev'n in pity leave me 
Ceaſe, ceaſe, to torture me, my dear Volumnia | 
You only tear my heart ; but cannot ſhake it : 
For by th* immortal Gods, the dread avengers 
Ot broken faith !--- 

VoLuMNIa. [ Kneeling. ] 
Oh ſwear not, Coriolanus ! 
Oh vow not our deſtruction ! 

VETURIA. 
Daughter, riſe, | ; 
Let us no more before the Volſcian people 
Expoſe ourſelves a ſpectacle of ſhame. 
It is in vain we ſtrive to melt a breaſt; 
That, to the beſt affections nature gives us 
Prefers the worſt---Hear me, proud man, I have 
A heart as ſtout as thine. I came not hither 
To be ſent back rejected, baffled, ſham'd, 
Hateful to Rome, becauſe I am thy mother: 
A Roman Matron knows, in ſuch extremes, 
What part to take---And thus I came provided. 
[ Drawing forth a conceald dagger. 

Go ! barbarous ſon ! go! double parricide ! 
Ruſh o'er my corſe to thy belov'd revenge 
Tread on the bleeding breaſt of her to whom 
Thou ow'ſt thy life—Lo, thy firſt victim 


Con iolLAxus. 
Ha! | [Seizing ber hand. 
What do'ſt thou mean? 
VETURIA; 


To die, while Rome is free, 


To leize the moment e're thou art her tyrant. | 
1 F 4 Con lo- 


- 


52 CORIOLANUS: Or, 
- CornoLanvs. 
Oh uſe thy pow'r more juſtly ! ſet not thus 
My treach'rous heart in arms againſt my reaſon, 
Here! here! 'thy dagger will be well — 8 
Strike here, and reconcile my fighting duties. 
VeTUuRIA. 
Off---ſet me free !--think*ſt thou that graſp which binds 
My feeble hand, can fetter too my will? 
No, my proud ſon! thou can'ſt not make me live, 
It Rome muſt fall !---No pow'r 6n earth can do it ! 
CORNOLANUS. 

Pity me, generous Volſci !——You are men 
. Muſt it then be? Confuſion! Do J yield? 


What is it? is it weakneſs? is it virtue 
Well ! 


VETURIA. 
What? Speak 

Con or axvs. 
O, no! 

VETURIA. 


Nay, if thbu yieldeſt, yield like Coriolanvs 
And what thou do'ſt, do nobly !- 

CoRIoLanus - 
There! —— *Tis done! [ Quitting her band. 
Thine is the triumph, nature! 

[To Vetutia, in a low tone of voice. 
Ah, Veturia! 


Rome by chy aid is ſav'd—— But thy ſon 0 
VETURIA. 
He never can be loſt, who ſaves his country. 
| Cor1oLanvs. 
Ye matrons |! [Turning to the Roman ladies. 
Guardians of the Roman ſafety, 
Lou to the ſenate may report this anſwer, 
We grant the truce you afk, but on theſe terms: 
That Rome, mean time, ſhall to a Peace agree, 
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The ſafety, rights, and honour of the Volſci. 
Volfci, we raiſe the ſiege. Go, and prepare, 
[To the troops. 
By the firſt dawn, for your return to Antium. 
[ As the troops retire, and Coriolanus turns to the 
Roman ladies, Tullus to Voluſius a/de. 


TvLLus. 
'Tis as as we wiſh'd, Voluſius, to your ſtation—— - 
But mark me well Till thou ſhalt hear my call, 


I charge thee not to ſtir. One offer more 
My honour bids me make to this proud man, 
Before we ſtrike the blow—If he rejects | it, 
His blood be on his head. 
Vorvsvs. 
EI I _ you. [Goes out. 
CorIoLanvus. 
Be it thy care, Galeſius, that a ſafeguard 
Attend theſe noble matrons back to Rome. 
Exeunt all but Coriolanus and Tullus. 
I plainly, Tullus, by your looks, diſcern 
You diſapprove my conduct. 
TovLLus. 


/ 


Caius Marcius, 
I mean not to aſſail thee with the clamour 
Of loud — and the war of words; 
But pride apart, and all that can pervert 
The Night of ſteady reaſon, here to make 
A candid fair propoſal. 

CORIOLANUSS 
Speak. I hear thee. . 

TuLLYvs. | 

J need not tell thee, that I have perform'd - 
My utmoſt promiſe. Thou haſt been protected; 
Haſt had thy ampleſt, moſt ambitious wiſh : 
Thy wounded pride is heal'd, thy dear revenge 
Compleatly ſated; and, to crown thy fortune, 
At the ſame time, thy-peace with Rome reſtor'd. 
Thou art no more a Volſcian, but a Roman. 


— 
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Return, return; thy duty calls upon thee, 
Still to protect the city thou haſt ſav'd: 
It ſtill may be in danger from our arms. 

CoRloLanus. . 

Inſolent man! Ts this thy fair propoſal ? 
Torrus. 

Be patient Hear me ſpeak -I have already 

From Rome protected thee: now from the Volſci, 

From their juſt vengeance, I will ſtill protect thee. 

Retire, I will take care thou may*ſt with ſafety. 
CORIOLANUS. 

With ſafety ! — Gods! And think'ſt thou, 

Coriolanus 8 | 

Will ſtoop to thee for ſafety? No, my ſafeguard 

Is in my ſelf, a boſom void of blame, 

And the great Gods, protectors of the juſt. _— 

O *tis an act of cowardice and baſeneſs, 

To ſeize the very time my hands are fetter'd, 

By the ſtrong chain of former obligations, 

The ſafe, ſure moment to inſult me. — Gods ! 

Were I now free, as on that day I was, 

When at Corioli I tam'd thy pride, 

This had not been. 

Torlus. 


Thou ſpeak*ſt the truth: it had not 

O for that time again! Propitious Gods 

If you will bleſs me, grant it! know, for that, 

For that dear purpoſe, I have now propos'd 

Thou ſhould'ſt return — I pray thee, Marcius, do it! 

And we ſhall meet again on nobler terms. 

Cos toll Aus. 

When to the Volſci I have clear'd my faith, 

Doubt not, I ſhall find means to meet thee nobly. 

We then our generous quarrel may decide 

In the bright front of ſome embattled field, 

And not in private brawls, like fierce barbarians. 
Jos Turrus. 39 


Thou can ſt not hope acquittal from the Volſci. — 
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CoR1OLANUS, 
J do. — nay, more, expect their approbation, 
Their thanks! I will obtain them ſuch a peace 
As thou durſt never aſk ; a perfect union 
Of their whole nation with imperial Rome 
In all her 2888 all her rights. 


By the juſt Gods, I will! What would'ſt thou more? 
; TvuLLUs. | 

What would I more! Proud Roman, this I would; 

Fire the curſt foreſt where theſe Roman wolves | 

Haunt and infeſt their nobler neighbours round them; 

Extirpate from the boſom of this land 

A falſe perfidious people, who, beneath 

The maſk of freedom, are a combination 

Againſt the liberty of human kind, 

The genuine ſeed of outlaws and of robbers. 

CORIOLANUS, 

The ſeed of Gods !—Tis not for thee, vain boaſter! 

*Tis not for ſuch as thou, ſo often ſpar'd 

By her victorious ſword, to talk of Rome, 

But with reſpe& and awful veneration. 

Whate'er her blots, whate'er her giddy factions, 

There is more virtue in one ſingle page 

Of Roman ſtory, than your Volſciap annals 

Can boaſt thro? all your creeping dark duration. 

TvuLLus. 


I thank thy rage. This full diſplays the traitor. 


CoRIiOLANUS. 
Ha! Traitor ! 


| TuLLus, 

Firſt, to thy own country, traitor! 
And traitor, now, to mine, 
Who haſt perfidiouſly, 
Baſely betray'd your truſt, and given up, 
For certain drops of ſalt, our city, Rome 
I fay our city, to your wife and mother; 
Breaking your oath and reſolution, like _ 
A twiſt of rotten filk; never admitting 

| Counſel 


Petter d thy hands. They now arc free. I court 


765  CORIOLANUS: or, 
Counſel of the war; but at your nurſe's tears 
You whin'd, and roar'd away your victory, 
That pages bluſh'd at you, and men of heart 
Look'd woud'ring each at other. 
COoRIOLANUS. 

Hear'ſt thou, Mars 

Torres. 


Name not the God, thou boy of tears 

_ _ CoRIOLANUS. 
Meaſureleſs liar, thou haſt made my heart 
Too great for what contains it. Boy ! O flave! 
If you have writ your annals true, *tis there, 
That like an eagle in a dove-coat, I 
Flutter'd your Volſcians in Corioli. \ 6 
Alone I did it. Boy But let us part Y 
Leſt my raſn hand ſhould do a haſty deed, 
My cooler thonght forbids. 
| TvLLUs. 
Begone — Return —— 
To head the Roman troops. I grant thee quittance, OR 
Full and complete, of all thoſe obligations, 
Thou haſt ſo oft inſultingly complain'd 


* 


The worſt the hand can do; whilſt thou from me 
Haſt nothing to expect, bur fore deſtruction. 
Quit then this hoſtile camp. Once more I tell thee, £ 
Thou art not here one ſingle hour in. ſafety. 
Cortoianus. 
Think'ſt thou to fright me hence? 
TouiLvs. 


* 
po 


Thou wilt not then? 
Thou wilt not take the ſafety which I offer. 

Cor10LANUS, 
Till have clear'd my honour in your council, | 
And prov'd before them all, to thy confuſion, 
The talſhood of thy charge; as ſoon in battle 
I would before thee fly, and howl for 


mercy, 
. 


TvLLvUs. 


J 


* 
\ 


How! whence this tumult 2 


Hear me, great Jove! Hear all you injur'd powers 
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'TvLLUs. 
Voluſius ! ho! 


Enter Vou.usws and Conſpirators, with their ſwords 
drawn. | 


Seize, and ſecure the traitor, 

CokloLAN us. 
Who dares [Laying bis hand on his ſword. 
Approach me, dies ! 


Die thou ! . 
[As Coriolanus draws his ſword, Voluſius and the 
reſt ruſh upon bim and ſtab him. Tullus ſtands, 
without drawing. 
CoRIOLANUS. 
Off! — Villains. [ Endeavours to free himſelf, falls. 
Oh murdering ſlaves ! aſſaſſinating cowards. [ Dies. 


Enter Gal ksus, the Volſcian ſtates, officers and friends 
of CorloLanus, and Titus, with @ large band of 
ſoldiers, &c. 


VoLvus1vs, 


| GaLrsus, 
Are we a nation rul'd by laws, or fury ? 


Gods! what do I ſee? 
The noble Marcius ſlain ! 
| TuLLvs. 
You ſee a traitor | 
Puniſh'd as he deſerv*d, the Roman yoke, 
That thrall'd us, broken, and the Volſci fre?. 
| GALESUS. 


Of friendſhip, hoſpitality and faith ! 

By that heroic blood, which from the ground 
Reeking to you for vengeance cries, I twear |! 
This impious breach of your eternal laws, 
This daring outrage of the Volſcian honour, 
Shall find in me a rigorous avenger ! 


On 


8 
| 
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„ CORIOLANUS, &:. 


On the ſame earth, polluted by their crime, 

I will not live with theſe unpuniſh'd ruffians. 
3 TuLLvus. - 

My rage is gone, 

And I am ſtruck with ſorrow. 


'Tho? he has been our foe, 


Yet as a ſoldier, brave, unmatch'd in arms, 

With martial pomp, let theſe his facred reliques 

Be conſecrate to the dread god of war, 

Whoſe favourite he liv d. His noble memory, 

His deathleſs tame remain ; but be his faults, 

Be our refentments bury'd with his duſt. 

[GaLeswvs ſtanding over the body of CokiolAxvus, 

| after a ſhort pauſe, 

Ye noble Volſcians, | 

And ye, brave ſoldiers, ſee an awful ſcene, 

Demanding ſerious, folemn meditation. 

This man was once the glory of his age, 

Diſintereſted, juſt, with every virtue 

Of civil life adorn'd, in arms unequal'd. 

His only blot was this; that, much provok'd, 


He rais'd his vengeful arm againſt his country. 


And lo! the righteous gods have. now chaſtis'd him, 
Even by the hands of thoſe for whom he fought. 
Whatever private views and paſſions plead, 

No cauſe can juſtify ſo black a deed. 

Then be this truth the ſtar by which we ſteer, 


Above our ſelves our country ſhould be dear. 


* 


End of the FIFTH ACT. 


EPILOGUE. 


ELL! gentlemen! and are you ftill ſo vain 
To treat our ſex with arrogant diſdain, 
And think, to you alone, by partial Heav' n, 
Superior ſenſe and ſovereign pow'r are givn, 
When in the ſtory told to-night, you find, 
With what a boundleſs ſtway we rule the mind; 
And, by a few ſoft words of ours, with eaſe, 
Can turn the proudeſt hearts juſt where we pleaſe ? 
If an old mother had ſuch pow'rful charms, — 
To ſtop a ſtubborn Roman's congu'ring arms, ——» 
Soldiers and ſtateſmen of theſe days, with you, 
What, think you, would a fair young miſtreſs do ? 
7 with my grave diſcourſe, and wrinkled face, 
thus could bring a hero to diſgrace, 
How abſolutely may I hope to reign 
Noro I am turn'd to my own ſhape again? 
However, I will uſe my empire well; 
And if I have a certain magic ſpell, 
Or in my tongue, or wit, or ſhape, or eyes, 
Which can ſubdue the ſtrong, and fool the wiſe, 
Be not alarm'd + I will not interfere 
In ftate-affairs, nor undertake to ſteer 
The helm of government as we are told, 
Thoſe female politicians did of old; 
Such dangerous heights I never wiſb'd to climb —— 
Thank Heav'n! I better can employ my time —— 
Aſt you, to what my pow'r I ſhall apply ? 
To make my ſubjefts bleſt, is my reply. 
My purpoſes are gracious all, and kind. 
Some may be told and ſome may be diviu'd. 
T lay no tax but what you well may bear, 
T bind no chains but what you wiſh to wear, 
Then in return for ſuch an eaſy ſway, 
With hearts and hands your willing homage pay, 
Applaud Veturia, and protect the play. 
But hold —Gads-me, I had forgotten quite, 
You muſt attend me here — on the next night. 
INI 
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